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GREETINGS 
ELECTRIC RANGES 
Give You More Time 
For 'LIVING' -
-
: ; ; j 
FAWCETT Electric, Gas, Oil, Coal and 
Wood ranges - Gas and Oil heaters - Gas, Oil 
and Coal furnaces are built by 
-
--• 
• 1 
I 
I 
I 
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I 
I 
I 
CIRCUIT BREAKERS I 
Push a buHon instead of : Automatic heat settings 
replacing a fuse. I for cofttrolled broiling • 
.. _____ ---------·-·-----------------
THERMAL·E~E ELEMENT 
Automatically holds tem· 
perature you set . . . no 
boil over or burning. 
• I 
I I . 
AUTOMATIC OVEN 
MINDER 
Switches oven on and 
off automatically at the 
times you have set. 
THIS is the Electric Range that makes good cooking easier. Automatic convenience 
features provide temperature-controlled cook-
ing, baking, roasting and broiling ... instead 
of watching pots, you can be doing other 
things. You will appreciate the smart grey, 
white and chrome control panel with full 
length light ... infinite switches that provide 
a greater range of heat settings ... the grey 
enamel oven finish and many other deluxe 
features. 
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PLAN TO 
BUILD YOUR 
HOME WITH 
BRICK 
! ' .----BED ROOM BED ROO 
' ' I ~~"'.A)l'-6" 9'-0"x11'-6" ...... __ _ 
BATH 
13'-0"~11'-7" ' - ..._____.5!1 
. -
I 
L---
lillliil...._..,__~ PORCH 
UVINC ROOM 
21' -6,. X tJ' .()" 
• • • 
·-·--· 
·-
10' .()" x15' .()" 
SHAW BRICK, with its assortment of colours and 
sizes, provides unlimited scope for mo~ern architec-
tural design. Using modern techniques, brick is low 
in cost and quick to lay - initial cost now compares 
favourably with ordinary homes. In the long run, of 
course, brick homes are always more economical: 
there's no painting, you pay less for insurance and 
practically nothing in maintenance. Time will merely 
mellow its fine appearance - and a brick home is 
safer, because brick cannot burn. Plan now to find 
out more about Modern Brick Homes. 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
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I 
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I 
I 
MAIL THIS 
FORM TODAY: ----------------------------, 
L. E. SHAW L TO., P. 0. BOX 996, HALIFAX, NOVA SCOTIA: 
Please send me without any obligation, your booklet, .. What does a Brick Home really cost?" 
Name ....................................................................................................................................... .. . 
Address ..................................................................................... ............................................... . 
PLANTS AT: 
1 
L.E.SHAW LTD.1 
HEAD OFFICE: HALIFAX, N. S. 
LANTZ NEW GLASGOW HALIFAX e DARTMOUTH e 
SYDNEY e FREDERICTON e SAINT JOHN e CHIPMAN 
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In 1902, a three-year war between Brit-
ain and South Africa ended. 
In that year, a new phase in Simms 36 
year old history was commenced and a 
brand new plant on Union Street, Saint 
John, was built. 
Today the Simms company is 92 years of 
age. Guided by three generations of the 
Simms family, it has steadily progressed 
from strength to strength. 
This progress has been important to 
Simms; it has been important to the Mari-
times in steady work and wages for its 
people; and it has been important to Can-
ada for Simms products have carried the 
good name of Canada throughout the 
world. 
SAINT JOHN. N.B. 
MONTREAL TORONTO WINNIPEG 
Makers of fine quality Paint Brushes, 
Industrial and Household Brushes, 
Shaving Brushes, Brooms and Mops for 
92 years. 
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Wishing You 
The Best of 
Christntas Cheer 
Christmas after Christmas, many generations of Canadians 
have enjoyed Ganong's Chocolates and Candies. This year, 
as always, Canadians from Newfoundland to British Colum-
bia will find that the products of Ganong Bros. Limited, 
St. Stephen, N .B. will add extra-special pleasure to their 
Christmas celebrations. 
Ganong's ~Chocolates 
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What Does This Sign 
Mean to You? 
It means the finest petroleum products you can buy. 
But there's more behind the sign. 
This sign, and the 1600 other signs that make up the 
Irving Oil service station network, stand for investment in 
the Maritimes, jobs, salaries and wages. 
That's why it's important to keep Maritime industries 
strong. Prosperity begins when you buy at home. 
IRVING OIL COMPANY LIMITED 
5 
10-8 -5 
DECEMBER, 1959 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
lor capital 
• expans1on 
Many industrial enterprises with good prospects 
hut in need of finances will be started or expanded 
this year in a 'vay that provides a sound basis for 
development through the financial assistance of the 
Industrial Development Bank. 
Information about l.D.B. financing in the fields of: 
• Manufacturing • Repairing • Processing • Construction 
• Transportation • Air Services • Packaging • Engineering etc. 
can he obtained from your banker, auditor or lawyer or 
from the nearest office of the Industrial Development Bank 
listed below: 
INDlJSTRIAL 
:·'( D E 1' E L 0 P M E N T BANK 
Established in 1944 by the Governn1ent of Canada to help in financing new 
or expanding sn1all and n1ediun1 sized enterprises. 
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It's an old 
Mari ti:rnes custo:rn! 
In the clear frosty invigorating 
winter air Maritimers play hard, 
"feel good", relax refreshed. 
HALIFAX AND SAINT JOHN 
' 
; 
.' 
EXPORT ALE • EXTRA STOUT • SCHOONER BEER 7947 
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ESTABLISH ED 1785 
Throughout the University, the enquiry goes on-for some, 
·::·· 
.. ··:··.·. ;.·. 
··=:·. • • 
:· :i· 
a personal acquaintance with histori-
cally proven fact, for others research 
on unexplored frontiers of knowledge. 
In the greatly expanded faculties and 
laboratories "Up the Hill," the stu-
dent benefits from modern facilities 
and competent, dedicated instruction. 
From this environment emerge a 
self-reliance, a self discipline and an 
enthusiasm which, in years to come, 
will help provide for the nation's 
needs for gifted men and women of 
the arts and sciences. 
The University of New Brunswick 
FREDERICTON. N.B. 
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LORD BEAVERBROOK'S NEW BOOK 
There are new footnotes to Canadian history in this 
intimate story of an enduring friendship between 
two great Canadians, and their influence on maJor 
national and international events of our times. 
Seen in the light of the intimate friendship between 
Lord Beaverbrook, the dynamic newspaperman 
and British Cabinet Minister and Viscount Bennett, 
former Canadian Prime Minister, important events 
of our time, achieve a fascinating new prospective. 
Especially momentous is the revelation of 
Bennett's dream of a great cooperative 
trade relationship between the United Kingdom 
and Canada-and how his personal vanity 
caused its downfall. 
In the author's crisp style, an affectionate 
yet frankly critical portrait of Bennett is sketched 
with unusual perception. In the process, 
Beaverbrook gives some quite unexpected clues 
to his own character. 
~~Friends" is reading of assured significance 
and interest for every serious observer 
of Canada's political evolution. 
AVAILABLE AT YOUR LOCAL BOOKSTORE 
OR BRITISH BOOK SERVICE 
Price $250 
1068 Broadview Ave., Toronto 6, Ontario. 
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THE FRIENDS 
Viscount Bennett, Prime 
Minister of Canada, 
1930-35, and Lord 
Beaverbrook. 
•••••••••••••••• 
• • 
• EXCERPT F R 0 M • 
• TORONTO TELEGRAM • 
• REVIEW BY JOHN • 
• BASSETT. • 
• • 
• 
tt (Friends' is recom-
• 
• 
mended without • 
• hesitation for inter- • 
• est for knowledge • 
• and for entertain- • 
• ment." • 
• • 
• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
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Woods Headquarters 
It is a sparkling, cold winter's day 
at Summit Depot, the headquarters for 
pulpwood harvesting operations in the 
Green River forests managed by Fraser 
Companies Limited, in north-western 
New Brunswick. 
The depot is the service and supply 
centre for several surrounding camps. 
Its facilities include a butcher shop, 
garage, carpenter's shop, laundry, black-
smith's shop, and cache of forest fire-
fighting equipment. 
Encircling the depot are the forests 
from which are harvested the yearly 
crops of pulpwood in accord with sound 
forestry techniques designed to ensure 
harvests of wood in perpetuity. 
FRASER COMPANIES, LIMITED 
Manufacturers of PULP, PAPERBOARD, AND LUMBER 
Pulpmills at Atholville, Edmundston and Newcastle, N.B. 
Paperboard Mill at Edmundston, N.B. 
Sawmills at Plaster Rock, N.B. and Cabana, P.Q. 
General and Executive Offices - Edmundston, N.B. 
NEW BRUNSWICK'S LEADING FOREST PRODUCTS INDUSTRY 
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LOBSTERS 
COD 
HADDOCK 
SWORDFISH 
HALIBUT 
SCALLOPS 
,. 
HERRING 
SARDINES 
PLAICE 
PO~~OC:K 
M~CKEREL 
FLOUNDERS 
C~AMS . ~ 
ALEWIVES 
·SALMON ·. 
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••• EMERGES NOVA SCOTIA'S FISH-
ERIES INDUSTRY EQUIPPED WITH 
MODERN FISHING CRAFT AND MOD-
ERN PROCESSING PLANTS. 
Many of our fishermen will recall the curious 
hand-operated fog-horns used in the past on their 
schooners, dories and inshore boats. 
Today, this "fog-box" has disappeared; the schoon-
ers, dories and small boats are being rapidly re-
placed by new versatile longliners, draggers and 
trawlers. 
These ships are landing more fish, more varieties 
of fish - selling more to more markets. 
Variety is indeed the spice of Nova Scotia's fish 
trade. We can offer about thirty different varie-
ties in an amazing number of forms - fresh, 
frozen, smoked, dried, pickled, canned - and 
some of them alive! We can offer nearly half-a-
billion pounds annually- worth more than $25,-
000,000 a year to the fishermen, much more than 
that to our Province's economy. 
The future looks bright - and business never 
better! 
OF JR,ADE AND INDUSTRY 
J . ·.·  
. ~· 
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Once again, the happy time has come for the exchange of 
season's greetings. As we wish you and yours a Merry Christmas, this 
interesting thought occurs ... 
From the forest come many things that 
add to the festive spirit of the season. The 
Christmas tree is the obvious example. 
Others include colourful paper gift wrap-
pings, the cartons and packages in which 
gifts arrive, Christmas books of all kinds, 
cellophane for wrappings and ornaments, 
paper for greeting cards - even the paper 
that bears this message to you now. 
All these products are made from the 
trees which are one of the basic natural 
resources of this Province. It is our re-
sponsibility to harvest these trees, at the 
same time conserving the forests them-
selves. We consider it a privilege to dis-
charge this responsibility with care and 
common sense. 
crYlerr\1 et.ri6tma6 and a ;J.lapp\J CJl.ew-~ear 
!rom 
NEW BRUNSWICK INTERNATIONAL PAPER COMPANY 
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RED LIGHT FOR DANGER 
WE WISH you a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year. 
With a record readership we welcome new readers who 
have received The Atlantic Advocate as a gift from family 
or friend. Each month will bring a new reminder to keep 
warm the affection and friendship that prompted the gift. 
We shall try to entertain you with good reading, and to 
keep alive the love of the Maritimes and Newfoundland 
which is our common bond. 
We shall continue to carry the torch that has burned 
for fifty years and which we took over from the late Dr. 
C. C. Avard a little more than three years ago, when he 
laid it down. 
Dr. Avard, with The Busy East and The Maritime 
Advocate, held it alone. The Atlantic Guardian spoke for 
Newfoundland. The Atlantic Advocate is the composite 
voice of all three and no longer speaks alone. 
Now there is cohesive common effort in the struggle 
to raise the standards of our region to parity with the 
rest of Canada. The premiers of the four provinces meet 
regularly to agree on united policies, and APEC, the 
Atlantic Council, have performed a noble task in inspiring 
and co-ordinating the effort. 
To the four premiers we offer Christmas Greetings 
and with them we salute APEC's new president, Arthur 
Johnson of Newfoundland, past presidents Frank Mac-
Kinnon and Whidden Ganong, and Nelson Mann, in-
defatigable executive manager. 
Warning 
At a time when, in some respects, conditions in this 
area are better than ever before, there is, nevertheless, 
today a danger livelier and more threatening than ever 
before. Disaster will come upon us unless swift action is 
taken. The region may be denuded of industry unless bold 
and prudent steps are taken. 
QUEBEC 
MILES 
100 
Nfld. 
.......................... 
.......................... 
.......................... 
.......................... 
·························· 
·························· .......................... ........................... 
.. ......................... . 
... ......................... . 
.. .......................... . 
............................. 
. .. ......................... . 
. .. ......................... . 
. .. ......................... . 
. .. ......................... . 
. .. ............................ . 
... .. .............................. . 
.... .. ......................... . 
................................. 
..... .. ........................... . 
..... .. .......................... . 
..... .. ......................... . 
........ .. ........................... . 
........ .. ............................ . 
........... ·························· . .. ..........................
......... .. .......................... . 
......... .. ........................... . 
......... ... ......................... . 
.............. ... ·························· 
.. :::::::::::::: :: :::::::::::::::::::::::::: 
............................................... 
l:t:A:~ft~:~: ~! m!nm!~nn~nnn~~r 
............................................... 
.................. .. ............... ........ . 
MILES 
100 14 
The largest industry in the Atlantic region is Dosco, 
the giant of coal and steel and engineering. Cape Breton 
coal cannot be sold in sufficient quantity to keep the pits 
open even under the present subventions. Dosco has 
warned that some of them must be closed, throwing 
thousands of miners out of work. Efforts are being made 
to stave off temporarily the crisis until completion of the 
Rand Royal Commission Report, which will recommend a 
long-term coal policy. Dosco feels itself forced to expand 
its steel production in the Province of Quebec, and plans 
are already made which must put the future of the great 
Sydney steel plant in jeopardy. 
The second largest exporter in the Atlantic region is 
the Atlantic Sugar Refinery at Saint John. In a brilliantly 
reasoned brief submitted to the Royal Commission on 
Transportation, its president, Mr. Alex B. Hill, showed 
how the St. Lawrence Seaway, built at public expense, 
has so damaged the company's operations based at Saint 
John that it must move westward into central Canada, 
like Dosco. With its going, there would be an almost 
certain exodus of the sugar-using manufacturers of the 
region such as Ganongs, Moirs and Marvens. Mr. Whidden 
Ganong himself has said as much: and who has stronger 
Maritime ties than he, who was one of the creators and 
first president of the Atlantic Council? But how could a 
Maritime manufacturer buy his supplies from central 
Canada, ship his product back to sell, as it must, in that 
same competitive market, and survive? 
Rail Remedy 
The Atlantic Sugar brief suggests a remedy. It is that 
the Federal Government should carry out the original 
intention of the Duncan Report and the Maritime Freight 
Rates Act which was to afford Maritime merchants, 
traders and manufacturers competitive access to central 
Canadian markets, "instead of their being restricted to the 
small and scattered population of the Maritimes them-
selves." Previous expedients have not brought success in 
this aim. Therefore Mr. Hill proposes that, having accepted 
the existing definition of the Maritime area under the Act 
as bounded by Levis, Que., the Federal Government 
should pay the cost of all freights within the Maritimes 
area on traffic moving out of the area westward; and 
that the manufacturers should pay that portion, only, of 
the through freight which applies to the movement of 
the product from the boundary of the Maritimes area, 
(i.e. Levis), to its destination . 
* * * The Atlantic Sugar Company believes that this plan 
would work. It should have the effect of placing the 
factory, in terms of transportation, on the outer edge of 
Central Canada. The cost to the Federal Government in 
its own case, it says, would be one half of one per cent of 
the contribution the company makes each year to the 
New Brunswick economy, which it reckons to be one 
hundred million dollars. 
This may well be the general solution to the railway 
portion of the Maritimes' transportation problem, and 
the regional problem is entirely one of transportation. 
The return to the Federal and Provincial Governments 
would greatly outweigh the cost. 
DECEMBER, 1959 

Illustrated is 
STANFIELD'S 
fine cotton rib "1400" line for 
both men and boys. 
one of the ioys of wearing 
Stanfield's Underwear 
Stay snug and warm. It's easy to do it in comfort. 
Stanfield's popular medium weight fine cotton rib "1400" 
range gives you all the healthy protection you need on 
cold days. And it does it without weighing you down. 
You get warmth without weight. The pullover style, short-
sleeve shirt has a patented nylon-reinforced neckband. 
Elastic-waist Longs have full double-seat. Long or short-
sleeved combinations also available in this fine fabric. 
Short-sleeve Shirts (1411), sizes 34-46 about $2.25. 
Long-sleeve Shirts (1413), sizes 34-46 about $2.50. 
Elastic-waist, double-seat Longs (1412), sizes 30-44 
about $2.95 everywhere. :\ 
Combinations, long sleeves (1400), or short sleeves : 
(1401), sizes 34-44 about $4.50 everywhere. ~ 1:1_ 
If.you prefer cotton-wool or wool-cotton f~~ 
mtxture ask your dealer for Stanfield's 25, · 
50 or 90% wool weights. 
Look for the hygienic Stanfield's package at your 
fa vourite Men's, Boys' or Department Store. 
~ 
TA FIELD'S 
UNDERWEAR 
"WHEN YOU BUY STANFIELD'S YOU BUY THE BEST" 
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LETTERS 
Lord Beaverbrook's Advice 
Sir: 
Yesterday at the Montreal Club during 
lunch a number of us got into conversation 
in connection with the excellent article which 
you have in the November issue of The 
Atlantic Advocate- ! think it is entitled "How 
to Deal with the Americans" by Lord Beaver-
brook. 
Two or three expressed the hope that at 
]east 100,000 copies of the article would be 
printed in pamphlet form and distributed all 
over Canada and the States. 
I thought I would like to pass this remark 
on to you and it is quite possible that Lord 
Beaverbrook would be interested. Knowing 
nothing about the difficulties and problems 
of distributing a pamphlet of this sort, I 
would like to add my own view which is that 
I hope it is practicable for you to do something 
like this. What Lord Beaverbrook has said 
is something that has needed saying for a 
long time, not only in the United States but 
in some parts of Canada. 
J. R. GALE, 
355 St. James Street West, 
Montreal 1, Que. 
Beaverbrook Art Gallery 
FROM LORD BROWNLOW : 
Sir: 
I feel I really must write you a swift word 
of congratulation on your fascinating article 
in connection with the new Beaverbrook 
Gallery (The Atlantic Advocate, September, 
1959). I found it absorbing reading and for 
a great number of reasons. 
One exhibit appealed to me tremendously ; 
that was Seago's picture of the terrace at 
Cherkley. It is a scene so immensely familiar 
to all Lord Beaverbrook's friends, and it was 
a stroke of genius on your part to have com-
missioned it. Have you thought of having it 
reproduced in colour, because there are so 
many old friends of his who would dearly 
love to have a copy ? 
BROWNLOW, 
Belton House, 
Grantham, Lines. 
~ It is hoped that a reproduction will 
be made of this picture, "Verandah at 
Cherkley" .-Ed. 
Kindness Club 
Sir: 
In Round and About in August and Sep-
tember, there was mention of a Kindness 
Club for youngsters which is being organized 
by Mrs. Hugh John Flemming. 
Can you please say when more information 
about this will be available? 
(MRS.) DOROTHY SMITH, 
Halifax, N.S. 
~ Mrs. Flemming is launching the 
Kindness Club in this issue of The 
Atlantic Advocate, on page 19. See 
also Round and About, on page 76. 
Inquiries about the Kindness Club 
should be sent to the club at Post 
Office Box 505, Fredericton, N.B.-Ed. 
Newfound land Leaders 
Sir: 
I take great pleasure of congratulating you 
and your staff on producing such an enter-
taining magazine as the Advocate. 
The Advocate isn't just another magazine, 
but it is a masterpiece of all magazines that 
Continued on page 88 
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How to grow a second • 1ncome 
Have you a "green thumb" in money matters-a 
gift for steadily increasing your income? 
Most of us haven't. Yet many of us can grow a 
"second crop" of dollars, in the form of regular 
dividends from Canadian securities. Ownership of 
shares in leading companies means you participate 
in their earnings, and in the future of Canada's 
growing economy. And many investors do it with 
limited means. 
What is an average investor? ••• The average income 
of men and women with investments in Canadian 
stocks is estimated at $5,000 a year. In some cases 
it is even less than that. 
If you are free of debts and other commitments 
and have some financial "cushion" for emergen-
cies, then you are ready to consider an investment 
program - one that meets your needs and re-
sources. Many regular investors are building up 
their holdings through purchases totalling less 
than $500 a year. 
A steadily increasing yield ••• The point is that 
such holdings steadily grow, year by year, as you 
move ahead with your saving-for-investment plan. 
And the dividends you get grow too. You can 
use them to fatten your income, or to purchase 
. 
~.-~~~·:·.:. 
• 
more stock. (It gets that much more exciting, as 
time goes on !) 
Of course, every one knows that companies have 
good years and bad; that stock market prices go 
up and down with business conditions. So you 
want to buy on a long-term basis-not try to 
make a quick profit by out-guessing the market. 
And don't forget that long-term ownership of 
common shares is one of the best ways to offset 
the possible effect on your savings of any future 
"shrinkage" in the dollar's value. 
Ready, get set ••• First, read our booklet, "HOW TO 
GROW A SECOND INCOME" 
Here in straightforward terms are set down cer-
tain principles important to the average investor; 
suggestions on how to go about planning a regular 
investment program; other facts to help you 
decide on your next step. 
And that is to see any broker who is a Member 
of The Montreal and/ or The Canadian Stock 
Exchange (a complete list comes with the booklet) 
and have a frank talk about your own possible 
investment plans. He is qualified. He is friendly. 
He is the man to answer your questions and help 
you get started . 
r------------------- -I 
Pick up your FREE COPY of "HOW TO GROW A SECOND INCOME" 
at the office of any Member Broker of The Montreal Stock Ex-
change or The Canadian Stock Exchange, or mail this coupon to 
The Montreal Stock Exchange, Dep1:. 25, 453 St. Francois Xavier 
St. Montreal. . 
(it is yours without obligation of any kind). 
SIRs: Please send me your booklet on investment. 
Share in our country's growth -
Invest in Canadian stocks i1111 ui NAME _______________________________________ _ 
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KINDNESS 
IS THE 
ANSWER 
by 
AIDA FLEMMING 
A FRIEND TELLS ME the following story: When he was very young he recalls his mother calling in the 
farmer and telling him to prepare a great 
number of turkeys and geese and chickens 
for Christmas. "Christmas", she said, "is 
such a happy time." The old man shook 
his head. "No, m'am," he answered 
slowly, thinking what the "preparations" 
entailed, "Christmas is a bloody time." 
So great is man's debt to the animal 
world that it is much more comforting to 
the conscience to forget it altogether, and 
to say: "Animals are for our use. No 
justification need be sought for any use, 
or misuse, to which we put them." 
Providentially, a powerful voice has 
been raised against this unmoral counsel. 
It is the spiritual voice of Albert Schweitzer 
speaking out loud and clear above the 
clang and clatter of this materialistic age 
when any crime against an animal may be 
committed so long as it is done under the 
banner of "science". I am profoundly 
grateful for the life and work of this great 
man. He has put into words for me-and 
I am sure for thousands of others-the 
vague thought and troubled feelings hav-
ing to do with the suffering of animals 
about which I have tried over the years to 
avoid arguing. 
The worm is put on the hook. "That 
doesn't hurt it-it has no feelings," the 
child is assured. In the schoolroom small 
white rats are half starved to prove a 
dietary point known far and wide for 
years. "They are getting better food than 
some children," those in charge tell us. 
The live lobster is dropped into boiling 
water by the housewife. The answer to 
protest is: "Oh, but it doesn't feel a 
thing!" 
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Mrs. Hugh John Flemming and Premier Flemming 
So it is that as we have grown up, most 
of us have been gradually conditioned by 
the adults in homes and in schools to 
accept the cruelties and suffering imposed 
on helpless creatures all around us. The 
still small voice in us is readily stilled. We 
want to believe that there is no hurt. Yet 
the simplest dictionary defines an animal 
as "any creature that can feel and move". 
Fortunately, Albert Schweitzer did not 
allow his conscience to be dulled. He did 
not waste years waiting for someone else 
to put into words what his heart told him 
was right. He spoke up as the truly great 
never fail to do. He wrote: "It was quite 
incomprehensible to me-this was before 
I began going to school-why in my 
evening prayers I should pray for human 
beings only. So when my mother prayed 
with me and had kissed me good night, I 
used to add silently a prayer that I had 
composed myself for all living creatures. 
It ran thus: '0, Heavenly Father, protect 
and bless all things that have breath; 
guard them from all evil and let them 
sleep in peace.' '' 
Is it any wonder that this inspired child 
grew up to propound the ethic of Rever-
ence for Life-which if generally accepted 
would quite literally "change the world", 
and if actively applied to the education of 
children, could well be the means of 
saving us from the horrors of an atomic 
war too terrible to be imagined. 
Reverence for Life, as defined by Dr. 
Schweitzer, is simply accepting respons-
ibility without limit toward all that lives. 
So easy to say-so very difficult to act 
upon ... He explains it this way: "When-
ever an animal is forced into the service 
of men, every one of us must be concerned 
with the suffering which it has therefore 
to undergo. None of us must allow to take 
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place any suffering for which he himself 
is not responsible, if he can hinder it in 
any way, at the same time quieting his 
conscience with the refiexion that he 
would be mixing himself up in something 
which does not concern him. No one 
must shut his eyes and regard as non-
existent the sufferings of which he spares 
himself the sight. Let no one regard as 
light the burden of his responsibility. 
While so much ill-treatment of animals 
goes on, while the moans of thirsty ani-
mals in railway trucks sound unheard, 
while so much brutality prevails in our 
slaughter-houses, while animals have to 
suffer in our kitchens painful death from 
unskilled hands, while animals hav~ to 
endure intolerable treatment from heart-
less men, or are left to the cruel play of 
children, we all share the guilt." 
We all share the guilt for revolting con-
ditions which have prevailed in Canadian 
slaughter-houses always, conditions which 
were long ago put an end to in such 
countries as Britain, the Scandinavian 
group and Switzerland. In July, 1959, a 
forward step was taken when the Govern-
ment passed the first Humane Slaughter 
Law in Canada. Kindly people every-
where will be deeply grateful to the hun-
dreds of Canadians who worked hard over 
the years for the passage of this law, to 
Prime Minister Diefenbaker, who himself 
introduced the Bill into the House of Com-
mons, and to Canada Packers, the first 
large meat-packing plant to introduce 
humane slaughter methods still not legally 
required. Regulations have yet to be made 
by the federal cabinet, and after these have 
been drawn up, it will take time to put 
them into effect. In the meantime, every 
day thousands of helpless animals suffer 
needless torture. 
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The transportation of animals in trains 
and trucks also involves much unnecessary 
cruelty. To give an example-a meat 
dealer with a thought for animals tells me 
that the enforcement of one simple com-
pulsory regulation would help a great 
deal. This would require all trucks con-
veying animals to have the sides lined with 
matched boards or plywood to keep out 
the winter wind, most of which enters 
through the drafty side boards. 
Another cruelty for which we all share 
the guilt is the way in which most fur-
bearing animals are trapped in Canada. 
Here again other countries are more 
merciful, and in many the steel-jawed trap 
is prohibited by law. If enough people 
cared, this could easily be done in Canada, 
because a trap which kills instantly has 
been invented by a man who did care 
enough to work for years on the perfecting 
of what is known as the Conibear trap. I 
am told that this instant-kill trap is now 
available from the large Canadian mail-
order houses at $1.46, or direct from the 
Animal Trap Company, Niagara Falls, 
Ontario. When we realize that an animal 
caught in the cruel steel jaws of an old-
fashioned trap may live in agony for as 
long as nine days if the trapper neglects 
regular inspection of his traps, that often 
the frenzied animal gnaws off his own 
foot or leg in order to get away, and that 
not infrequently he freezes in the trap, 
surely each one of us will find it in his 
heart to fight for the outlawing of this 
ancient instrument of torture. 
It hurts especially to discover that acti-
vities which we ourselves have enjoyed 
over the years are basically cruel-zoos 
for instance, and the circus. Jack London, 
author of so many fine books about ani-
mals, tells us how he made a horrifying 
discovery. He writes: "Very early in life, 
possibly because of the insatiable curiosity 
that was born in me, I came to dislike the 
performance of trained animals. It was 
my curiosity which spoilt for me this form 
of amusement, for I was led to seek be-
hind the performance in order to learn 
how it was achieved. And what I found 
FLOWER IN WINTER 
Cautious little calyx 
Release your aching hold; 
The petals press your verdant sheath; 
And simply must unfold. 
The pistil would reveal itself; 
It frets impatiently. 
It does not know the winter is 
Off-season for the bee. 
The stamens wait to offer up 
Their potent dust of gold. 
How can they know the window glass 
Keeps out a zero cold? 
I know I should apologize 
For bringing this to be; 
This lit de sphere of warmth all lies; 
The bloom a trickery. 
ALAN C. REIDPATH 
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behind the brave show and glitter of per-
formance was not nice. It was a body of 
cruelty so horrible that I am confident no 
normal person exists who, once aware of 
it, could ever again enjoy looking at a 
trained animal act." What is true of the 
circus is of course true of trained animal 
performances on television. 
And what of certain miscalled "sports"? 
I read recently that bullfighting could not 
be considered a sport- ergo, it was not a 
cruel sport! The writer went on to say 
it was more of a ritual- almost a religion. 
From such pagan rituals may the merciful 
Lord deliver us ! 
We have, of course, our own pagan 
rituals. Hunting for food or for clothing 
is seldom necessary today. For what 
reason then do we hunt? Apparently for 
the sheer pleasure of killing- and partly 
I think because hunting is considered 
"the thing to do". Animals themselves 
hunt only for food. If it were otherwise, 
there would be few living creatures left. 
Attempts to justify hunting by saying 
that if hunters did not kill, there would 
be too many deer, too many duck, too 
many partridge, and so on, lack validity. 
These are excuses, not reasons, for hunt-
ing. If such conditions ever do exist, they 
can best be taken care of humanely by 
the proper wildlife authorities. One man, 
asked recently if he didn't think hunting 
was cruel, had a far more original excuse 
for his lust to kill. He replied: "Oh, I don't 
know. All life is cruel, you know. Khrush-
chev and all that stuff!" 
Another local ritual involving cruelty 
is the horse hauling match. Here, as in 
hunting, the prop used to get attention 
and excitement, is living flesh and blood. 
Horses are cruelly overloaded, over-
strained, beaten and goaded. And for 
what? Surely the men engaged in this 
pathetic pastime have some skills and 
talents of their own which they could 
develop and display with infinitely more 
profit to themselves, their audiences and 
their communities! 
One more cruelty toward animals- the 
most insidious and ugly of them all-
must be mentioned. Men and women of 
good will must be told the truth about 
what is going on all around us in the 
name of "science" . Even animal lovers 
and animal protection societies have been 
so uninformed and misinformed that they 
have given approval to some of the most 
horrible crimes ever perpetrated against 
living creatures. We are deceived because 
these crimes take place in laboratories 
and medical schools, among professional 
people in whom we have put trust. 
Do you know that millions of experi-
ments are performed on living animals 
every year? And that ninety per cent of 
these operations are done without anaes-
thetic! Why? To save trouble and ex-
pense. I will not give the dreadful details 
here. Full information may be obtained 
from the British Union for the Abolition 
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The Kindness Club card 
of Vivisection, 4 7 Whitehall, London, 
S.W.l, England. In all of us there is a 
tendency to escape mental anguish- and 
to escape responsibility. This human trait 
is well exemplified by the lady who re-
cently refused to join the S.P.C.A. "Be-
cause", she explained, "I'm just too 
tender-hearted." 
The fact is that many leading doctors 
and experimenters are already losing faith 
in the efficacy of these terrible experiments 
on living flesh. After years of experiment-
ing, Sir Robert McCarrison, one of 
Britain's leading medical scientists, now 
claims that the two chief causes of disease 
are faulty food and dirt. These two, he 
believes, are the senior partners in the 
criminal business of disease-production. 
He says: "It is along the lines of improved 
cleanliness, both personal and environ-
mental, that the triumphs of modern 
medicine have lain; it is along the lines of 
improved nutrition that greater triumphs 
remain to be achieved." 
Another well-known doctor recently 
proposed the extending of vivisection to 
condemned criminals, because, he ex-
plained: "We can perform ten m1llion 
experiments on mice and rats and it means 
nothing until you try it on men." 
This quotation clearly shows that even 
the vivisectionists themselves no longer 
believe that the way to health lies through 
the tortured bodies of defenceless animals. 
It also shows that cruelty is indivisible ; 
those who have practised it on helpless 
animals, now seek the opening wedge to 
try the same thing on helpless people. Of 
course, frightful experiments on human 
beings have already taken place, as wit-
ness the cruel operations performed on 
young Polish girls taken prisoner by the 
Germans during the last war. It has been 
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pointed out by The Saturday Review of 
Literature that over five hundred German 
doctors either took part in, or knew of, 
the experiments. 
We may be certain that unless a stop is 
put to present practices involving living 
creatures as victims, such horrors will 
become more frequent. One reason for 
this is that this terrible type of experiment, 
though educationally worthless and utterly 
brutalizing, is creeping slowly but surely 
into the public schools of the United 
AT MIDNIGHT MASS 
In olden times, on Christmas Eve, 
In catacomb and cave, 
The faithful, when the Mass was done, 
Turned each to each, and gave 
A quick spontaneous greeting, 
A kiss upon the cheek, 
To show the love that dwelt in them 
And softly each would speak 
And wish one other kindness 
In such a Christ-like way 
And walk out in the starlight 
To greet the dear Christ's Day. 
But I- who kneel and worship 
Within this vaulted room 
Tonight, and see your beauty 
Make luminous the gloom 
(Your white throat like a lily, 
Your profile like a star) -
Can only feel quick sadness 
That we have wandered far 
From olden ways of worship, 
When love was simple, brave, 
And Christians knelt on Christmas Eve 
In catacomb and cave. 
C. FREDERICK BoYLE 
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States. Here is a recent revolting episode 
reported by Dr. Mehorter of the School 
of Education and Medicine, University 
of Vermont: A biology teacher in a mid-
west high school dissected a half-anaes-
thetised and screaming kitten in the 
presence of his adolescent pupils. He even 
encouraged them to perform the same 
experiment ... 
Dr. Mehorter's comment on this and 
similar experiments in schools gives us 
food for thought. He says: "There is 
nothing more important than proper 
mental health education in our schools. 
And in this connection, it is imperative 
that we put a stop to the callous and 
educationally pointless use of animals in 
the schools. Under no conditions can we 
afford to have our children conditioned 
to apathy and indifference toward any 
form of pain and suffering. At present, 
we seem to be creating butchers, not 
scientists. And what is more, the butcher 
whom we are creating could very well live 
to destroy his creators and himself." 
After so many distressing revelations 
about cruelties, it is a relief to turn to 
that wonderful antidote for cruelty-
KINDNESS. In contrast, it is such a 
happy thing to think about. We suddenly 
feel better about ourselves and our fellow 
men. Yet, strangely enough, kindness is 
so much more difficult to make generally 
interesting. The cause of humane educa-
tion desperately needs writers and speakers 
of talent-and of genius- to bring home 
to us all, to teachers of the young, and to 
the young themselves, the great and un-
changing truth that kindness, love, justice, 
compassion and mercy are not just a b-
stract words, but realities to be joyously 
experienced in our lives. It is our task to 
discover and to pass on to children ex-
periences in kindness and in loving and 
in mercy and compassion that will finally 
become for them habitual ways of thought 
and conduct. We can show them by pre-
cept and even more by example that "the 
weak have rights and the strong have 
duties," and that, as Yeats tells us: "The 
good are always the merry." 
An endeavour to give children this kind 
of experience is now being undertaken 
through the organization of the Kindness 
Club. Membership is open to all children 
under eighteen who promise to be kind 
to animals. They are asked to take the 
following pledge: "I pledge myself to try 
in every way I can to protect animals from 
suffering and to be ever ready to speak 
and act in defence of these helpless living 
creatures who cannot speak for them-
selves." 
Members are then asked to help in the 
sale of Kindness Cards, and the selling 
of ten packets entitles each member to 
wear a Kindness Club Badge. The Kind-
ness Card picture on the page opposite is 
a charming New Brunswick product, 
printed in five colours. Each packet con-
sists of twelve cards with envelopes, at-
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tractively wrapped in a plastic container 
and sells for 69¢-a remarkably good 
bargain as it is now almost impossible to 
find a good correspondence card which 
costs only 5¢ plus a fraction. No one 
takes salary or profit. The printing is 
done at cost. All receipts go to the Kind-
ness Club, to be used, after the cost of 
the cards is paid, for humane education. 
What is needed most is a full-time field 
worker available at all times to visit 
groups of children in schools, organiza-
tions, youth clubs and playgrounds to 
organize education projects which will not 
only inculcate kindness but be full of 
interest and fun besides. Simply by selling 
enough Kindness Cards, the children 
could easily make this dream come true. 
In Moncton, New Brunswick, where the 
first Kindness Club has been organized by 
Mrs. J. E. Hoover and Mrs. Alexandre 
Sternbach of the Moncton S.P.C.A. with 
the kind co-operation of CKCW Tele-
vision, plans for the children's activities 
include visits in groups of ten to the local 
Animal Shelter where talks on pet care 
are to be given; the making of scrap-books 
on animal ways and welfare with prizes 
for worthy entries; prizes, too, for letters 
from members about their own pets or 
kind things done for animals, the most 
interesting letters to be read by their 
authors over CKCW Television; and a 
big annual Get-Together and Pet Show 
for the children to be sponsored jointly 
by Moncton S.P.C.A. and CKCW Tele-
vision. 
The Kindness Club has the approval of 
the New Brunswick Department of Educa-
tion, the Moncton School Board, the 
Fredericton School Board, and The New 
Brunswick Division of the Canadian 
Junior Red Cross Society. The latter 
organization, through its kind-hearted and 
capable Director, Miss Marion Bate, has 
added a page about animal welfare to the 
New Brunswick Junior Red Cross News-
letter which is sent out every month to 
thousands of school children in the prov-
ince. The aim of directors of The Kind-
ness Club is not only to teach children by 
precept and example to be kind to ani-
mals but also to show them how to be 
kind. 
It is explained to the children that if 
they, themselves, had lived one hundred 
years ago their lot in life might have been 
very hard indeed. The majority of children 
then were forced to work from the age of 
seven in dismal factories, workhouses and 
other places at hard work and tasks totally 
unsuited to their strength and age. Why 
is this not so today? Simply because 
enough people cared, worked hard over 
the years to change public opinion, and 
finally got laws passed preventing child 
labour and establishing free schools. 
Animals, today, are in much the same 
predicament as children were one hundred 
years ago. Animal welfare workers, too, 
are frequently just as unpopular today 
when they challenge entrenched customs 
and vested interests as were their counter-
parts in child welfare a century ago. 
An argument frequently encountered 
by animal welfare workers is: "Why, when 
so many children are in need, can you 
possibly find time to waste trying to pro-
tect animals?" This argument is, of course, 
never encountered among people devoting 
their lives to human welfare. Such people 
realize that all welfare work is part and 
parcel of the same great effort-the grad-
ual betterment of society as cruelty and 
brutality are cured by their antidotes 
kindness and compassion. 
What can you do to help? Young or 
old, rich or poor, there is work to do in 
the cause of humane education. Please 
don't criticize the S.P.C.A. or the Humane 
Society in your community-if you are 
fortunate enough to have either. Join 
these organizations and help to make 
them more effective instruments in the 
long hard struggle toward a better, 
kindlier way of life. At this blessed season 
of the year, when compassion comes more 
readily, let us all join in: 
A CHILD'S PRAYER AT CHRISTMAS 
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Dear Lord, teach all men to be kind, 
Instil with love the cruel mind, 
That we may pity hunted hares, 
And little rabbits caught in snares, 
The horses drawing heavy loads, 
The cattle driven on with goads ... 
And timid sheep and little lambs, 
Rushed through the streets in trucks and vans. 
They cry with fear and look in vain 
For fields they'll never see again. 
They stood around the manger low 
And kept Thee warm amid the snow, 
They saw the light of Heaven shine 
Upon thy Baby Face Divine. 
For Thy dear sake and theirs we pray 
For those who help them on their way. 
... By loving all Thy creatures, we 
Homage and love would give to Thee. 
C. RUSSELL 
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Postscript to a perfect flight 
• • • 
The glorious Caribbean! So far ... yet so near this winter 
by BOAC. From the very moment you step aboard one of 
BOAC's giant, jet-prop Britannias your holiday begins. The 
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LIVIN 
CHRISTMAS 
TREE by MAXIN E BRANDIS 
T HEY CAME TO MEET US at the station. While I stood waiting for the passengers in front of me to 
get out, I saw Anne standing on the plat-
form, her eager eyes darting from face to 
face. Ten years, ten years ago we said 
good-bye at the very same station, on the 
very same platform. The last thing I re-
membered was Anne's face, tear-stained, 
forcing a smile. 
It was my turn to get out. Anne 
crushed me in her arms, and hugged me. 
Derreck lifted me off my feet. He is so 
tall and square, and his jacket still smells 
of tobacco and hay, as it did ten years 
ago, when he kissed me good-bye. I 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
wondered if, after all, separation is just 
as hard on the people who stay behind as 
on those who leave. But there was no 
time for thought; we were swept away by 
memones. 
We drove down the familiar slope to-
wards the village. It was a few days before 
Christmas, and the road was lightly 
covered with new-fallen snow. Some vil-
lagers must have heard that we were 
coming. At the door of her cottage Mrs. 
Jansen stood drying her hands on her 
apron, peering against the slanting sun-
light for Derreck's grey Chevrolet. At the 
post-office three people were waving. I 
felt like a queen, waving and smiling, 
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until I noticed the tears on my cheeks. A 
queen sheds no tears in public. 
We drove along the winding gravel 
road, and where the drive-way meets the 
road, Derreck slowed down. 
"There's a nice young couple living in 
your cottage now," he said over his 
shoulder, ''just married. They told us they 
would be happy to show you the place; 
they'd love to meet people from Canada. 
The cottage is changed quite a bit inside, 
you know." 
"Did they spoil it?" Bob, beside him, 
asked with some anxiety in his voice. 
"Oh no, don't worry. I think it looks 
quite nice, don't you, Anne?" 
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Anne, beside me, nodded, and took a 
firmer grasp on my hand. 
"They took out the wall between the 
living-room and the kitchen," she said, 
"and the antique fireplace with the same 
old tiles is now the centre of the living-
room. On the north side they built a new 
kitchen. You can just see it from here." 
Derreck lifted his foot slo\vly off the 
clutch, and the car swerved up the dnve-
way. 
Those trees, oh, those Douglas firs ! 
From the cottage you look straight up the 
rising drive-way, lined with the trees. It 
is like glancing through the open doors 
of a cathedral. The trees rise in rhythmic 
intervals towards the sky, and when you 
walk beneath them, you feel like going on 
tiptoe through the hush of a sacred spot. 
The car made the hill swiftly, and then 
stopped on the snowy gravel before the 
broad stoop of the big house. How many 
people came to meet us! I remember hugs 
and tears and exclamations, and at last 
the huge open fireplace with the crackling 
logs, where the familiar chintz-covered 
chairs received us with a welcoming hug. 
So many questions were thrown at us in 
a haphazard way; yes, we had left the 
children with their grandparents, but we 
would bring them next time. This was 
only a one-night visit, but we were to stay 
in Holland for six weeks. 
It was late that night when finally we 
went up to the guest-room. Once in bed 
I tried to come to myself, but pictures 
began running through my mind. Lying 
in the dark, with Bob fast asleep beside 
me, I stared at the windows where the 
curtains had been left open. I could 
distinguish the outline of the trees against 
the starry night sky, dark black against 
dark blue. This room felt unfamiliar; we 
had never slept here before. We had lived 
in the cottage below the hill, which had 
once been the old gardener's lodge, be-
longing to Derreck's country place. The 
cottage stood at the edge of the property, 
near the orchard and vegetable gardens. 
It was more then a hundred years old; not 
counting the inconveniences, it had a 
wonderful character of its own. It was 
not more than a ten minutes' walk from 
the big house, where Anne has lived since 
her marriage with Derreck. Anne is my 
only sister; we have shared many a dream, 
and many a tear. 
A soft gust of wind blew through the 
room ; the trees rustled in the soundless 
night. This brought memories of lonely 
nights. How long had we lived in the 
cottage? Five years, all of them war years 
except the last one. Three years I had 
lived alone with the children, while· Bob 
was a prisoner-of-war. 
Trees, so many trees here, so unusual 
for Holland. In Nova Scotia trees are 
massed all over the country, going down 
even to the shores. Holland is a land of 
pastures and dunes; trees are treated with 
due respect. Every stand of trees is a little 
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park, carefully groomed. Nova Scotian 
woods belong to nature. 
A breeze moved the curtains again, the 
trees whispered a gentle song. Here were 
birches, the greatest gossips among trees. 
Even during a winter night birches make 
themselves heard. The cottage was sur-
rounded by sighing Douglas firs, and 
spruces. Spruces are Christmas trees. My 
tree ... 
In 1941 we had moved into the cottage. 
When the Dutch army had been dismissed, 
Bob had been without a job. Then he 
managed to find work in the village where 
Derreck and Anne live. It was not easy to 
find a house during the war. Derreck 
offered us the cottage. 
"I know it hasn't been lived in for a 
while," he said, "but you can sweep away 
the spider webs, and Bob is smart with a 
hammer and saw. He can do a lot to 
improve the house." 
At first I hesitated; it was a lonesome 
spot, the big house was the nearest neigh-
bour. There was a munition depot quite 
near by. I was a city girl, used to neigh-
bours on each side. However, to be so 
near Anne pushed me into forgetting all 
my worries. And how we came to love 
living there! Our Patsy, three years old 
at the time we moved in, loved running 
around on bare feet or in her little 
wooden shoes. It was a peaceful spot for 
Jackie to be born. We moved into the 
cottage in October; I expected Jackie in 
May. 
Bob worked on the cottage durmg the 
evenings and week-ends, and we had so 
much fun designing all kinds of small 
comforts, a shelf here, a corner cupboard 
there, some baby furniture. 
Christmas was there before we knew it. 
I thought it would be very easy to find a 
Christmas tree; Derreck had allowed us 
to make our own choice. But it took us 
several trips into the woods before we 
found a suitable tree, just as tall as Patsy. 
It stood in a glade, not far from the house, 
its branches were evenly divided along the 
trunk, and it pointed straight skywards. 
So Bob took his axe ready to chop 
down the tree, when I called: "Stop, Bob, 
wait just a second." 
Axe lifted over his shoulder, he looked 
at me with a frown: "What's the matter, 
darling?" He looked concerned. "Did 
something hurt you?" 
"No, but would you mind very much 
going back home and getting the shovel?" 
"A shovel? What for?" 
"Darling," I coaxed, in the way I know 
he finds hard to resist, "please, won't you 
dig up the tree and keep it alive? I've 
always wanted a living Christmas tree. 
Please?" 
"But, my sweet, you know that that 
won't do. Derreck just explained to you 
that the roots will dry out, the tree will 
lose its needles in the warm room ... " 
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He noticed the look on my face, and asked 
gently: "Why do you want a living tree, 
dear?" 
I searched for the right words, I didn't 
want to sound silly. 
"You see, Bobs, I love Christmas, but 
after it is over, I am sad. When January 
comes, we throw the tree out, we have no 
more use for it. In the city we even throw 
it on the garbage can. All those poor 
trees, they lie in the alleys and backyards, 
some still with a little tinsel on their 
branches, a star on the top, dying for our 
pleasure. First we treat them with great 
reverence, we attach great value to what 
they stand for, then we throw them away 
as a child discards a doll she does not 
want any longer." 
"Dear me, but you can be sentimental! 
After all, it is only a tree; what about the 
trees we chop up and burn in the fire-
place?" 
"That's different; they are not thrown 
on the garbage heap; they fulfil a pur-
pose." 
"And hasn't the Christmas tree fulfilled 
its purpose? It gives us the sense of the 
spirit of Christmas." 
"But so often we discard that spirit at 
the moment we throw away the tree. 
Please, Bob, won't you do this for me?" 
"I am sure the tree will die, and then 
you will be even more sorry for it." 
I laid my hand on the rough sleeve of 
his jacket. He shrugged his shoulders, 
turned away and went home to get the 
shovel. We planted the tree in the antique, 
copper-hooped, wooden bucket. That 
Christmas was one of the happiest 1 had 
ever known. 
In January, during a mild spell, Bob 
replanted the tree in the border against 
the house. In spring he gave it some man-
ure. When the tree began to grow shoots, 
light green against the dark green of the 
older branches, I knew it would live. By 
then, Bob had been taken away from us, 
he had been in the prisoner-of-war camp 
for three months, and little Jackie was 
sleeping in his cradle in the shadow of a 
tall Douglas fir. 
When Christmas 1942 came around, I 
wandered through the wintry garden and 
touched my tree, our tree. It had grown 
several inches. There was only a slight 
frost in the ground, and Derreck helped 
me to dig up the tree. He grinned, for he 
had little faith in my experiment, but 
without a remark he helped me plant the 
tree in the same antique bucket, and put 
it in the basement until Christmas Eve, 
when we carried it to the same spot in the 
living-room. We sat around the tree, the 
children and I, and thought of Bob, who 
would be lonely. 
"Daddy knows how we are sitting 
tonight," I told Patsy, who was leaning 
against my knee while I held Jackie on 
my lap. 
"Daddy knows our tree." The little girl 
looked at it, and I could see the reflection 
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of the candle light, from real candles, in 
her large blue eyes. 
"Daddy knows our tree, Daddy knows 
our house, Daddy knows us ... " She 
chanted it like a nursery rhyme. 
"He does not know our Jackie very 
well," I said, burying my face in the 
golden baby curls. "Two days only did 
he know what it was to have a son. But 
Daddy can imagine beautifully." 
"Can Daddy imagine stories, just like 
me?" There was surprise in the little 
girl's voice. 
I nodded. "Oh yes, he can," I assured 
her, "grown-ups can imagine stories just 
as little girls do." 
"What do you think he imagines now, 
Mam, right now?" 
"f think," I began slowly, "that he 
imagines how he will sit here, a year from 
now, with you on his one knee, and 
Jackie on the other ... " 
When 1 wandered through the garden, 
the following summer, I used to stop by 
my tree and touch its new shoots; this 
living tree had to help me when my faith 
lagged far behind during the hardships of 
war. When I buried my face in the frag-
rant branches I felt somehow less tense. 
I dug up the tree alone that Christmas 
1943, for Derreck had been sent to a 
camp, too. All men were gone, except the 
very young or the very old. The tree had 
grown again, and the two children could 
sit under its branches on the floor. They 
looked up with wonder at the \vavering 
light of the last seven candles I had saved. 
"Don't let us burn the candles too 
long, kids," I said, "we still may have to 
use them again." 
"But next year the war will be over, 
Mam! You said it would!" 
"That's what I so hope, darling," I 
murmured, staring at the tree. 
"It will! It must!" There was almost 
despair in Patsy's voice. "I want my Daddy 
back. We'll buy as many candles as we 
want, and presents, and candies." 
"Cannies," Jackie repeated. He did not 
know what that word meant. 
"Yes, candies," Patsy explained, "sweet 
balls, you can suck and suck on them for 
hours. And Daddy will be home, of 
course, and he will tell us those stories he 
. . '' can 1mag1ne ... 
I was glad that, after all, I had saved 
the seven small ends of the candles. Two 
months before Christmas we had smelt a 
whiff of freedom, while the battle of Arn-
hem was raging twenty miles away from 
us. But freedom, that wonderful miracle 
which we so often take for granted, was 
not yet ours. The enemy clamped us in 
an even tighter claw, and eight evacuees 
who had lost their home and possessions 
during the battle knocked at our door one 
evening to ask for shelter. They stayed for 
seven months; we shared our food and 
fuel with them, and our Christmas. We 
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sang the familiar hymns, the older people 
told stories to the children, and the seven 
candle-ends burned down to the last drop 
of wax. Next year we would be starved 
or free ... 
Christmas 1945. 
Lying in bed, eleven years later, I could 
still feel the emotion in my throat crop 
up, when thinking of the end of war. Bob 
had come home alive. We had been very 
I ucky indeed. 
And the tree stood in our midst; it had 
grown a little more, and it had new 
candles. It had suffered with us, and for 
us, and it had survived as we had survived. 
We dug the tree out for the last time 
in 1946, on Christmas Eve. When the 
moment came to replant it on a mild day 
in January, Bob said: 
"We know that we won't be here next 
Christmas. How about planting the tree 
on the spot where it was born? It'll have 
a better chance to grow into a full-grown 
tree." For next spring we were to leave 
for Canada, and would probably never 
return. So we loaded the tree on the wheel-
barrow, rolled it out to the same glade 
where we had found it, and planted it 
amongst its kind, as a farewell to our 
native soil. 
1 turned restlessly in the unfamiliar bed, 
and sighed. 
"1 wonder if I could find the tree 
again," I thought. "How tall it must be 
by now!" 
Outside, the night was so light; the 
rising moon was above the tree-tops. 
"If I wouldn't wake any one, I would 
like to slip out and try to find the tree 
right now," I mused. "How lovely it 
would be outside. Shall I? Yes, no? If I 
wake someone, they'll tease me for ever." 
I sat upright in bed, and looked down 
on Bob. He would be all right, nobody 
could wake him out of that deep sleep. 
But the others? The dogs? 
I lay back on the pillows again. 
"What a waste of time sleeping really 
is. So short a time in Holland; I can catch 
up on all the sleep when we are back in 
Canada." 
So I slipped out of bed, grabbed my 
clothes, and tiptoed into the bathroom. 
There I listened with my ear against the 
door. Bob hadn't stirred. Quickly I dressed 
and crept downstairs. The moonlight 
slanted through the high windows in the 
hall, no dog had yet barked. In the semi-
darkness of the hall I groped for a coat, 
and found one of Derreck's hunting 
jackets, which smelt comfortingly of 
stable and tobacco. I hugged myself in 
it, and slipped through the backdoor, into 
the garden. 
The drive-way was bathed in the moon-
light, while the trees threw black bands 
of shadow over the snow. The night was 
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, like velvet, no sound broke the silence. 
The Douglas firs were like gothic spires 
against the sky, where the stars emphas-
ized the outline of the trees. I walked down 
the lane, and the sacred spell lay light on 
my soul. My feet moved without my will. 
When I passed the cottage, I imagined 
myself lying asleep there in one of the 
bedrooms under the roof, that form of 
myself which I had been ten years ago. 
Time lost its value when I entered the 
wood to go and meet my tree. 
I hadn't followed the narrow path when 
I slowed down. Was I going the right 
way? Why did the moonlight enter the 
dense woods so easily here? Ten years is 
a long time to remember. There was a 
clearing ahead of me, and I thought I 
would have come upon the glade of my 
tree just about here. I went faster, in my 
nervous haste I stumbled over a tree-root. 
Rows upon rows of stumps, black-
shadowed against the bare, snow-covered 
earth. They had cut down the wood lot; 
they had cut down my tree. 
I leaned against a birch, at the end of 
the clearing. My heart was sore, it hurt. 
Now I knew how important the tree had 
been to me. I would return to Canada 
with an empty space in my heart, with a 
sense of loss, an unanswered question. 
I looked at the stumps and saw them 
as wounds. One of these wounds was my 
tree. With a jerk I turned away and 
stumbled my way out of the woods, up 
the drive-way. 
"I should have known," I scolded my-
self, "ten years is such a long time. Lots 
of things happen, lots of things change. 
People grow older, old people die. Empty 
spaces, changed places. One should never, 
never go back . . . '' 
Someone was coming down the drive-
way. Had Bob noticed the empty bed? 
I could not see who it was until he had 
reached a band of white moonlight 
between the tree-trunks. It was Derreck. 
"Taking a moonlight walk alone, my 
dear?" he asked gently. "Can't you 
sleep?" 
"Sorry I woke you up," I murmured, 
avoiding his eyes. 
"I was awake, reading," he said, "and 
I like to walk in moonlight, too." 
I looked at the stars. 
He touched my cheek lightly. 
"What's wrong?" he asked. 
Would he think me silly if I told him? 
"Derreck," I said, "you cut my tree 
down. My Christmas tree. It is gone, with 
that lot south of the cottage." 
Derreck's eyes narrowed. He took me 
by the hand. 
"Let's go and see," he said. 
We walked down the drive-way, until 
he stopped at the foot of the hill, where a 
trail bent off to the right. 
"Not that way, Derreck," I said, "it 
was over there." 
But he took the trail until it ran up 
against a fence. This was the nursery, 
where Derreck grew young trees, safely 
fenced in against hungry rabbits and deer. 
We climbed over the stile, and followed 
a narrow path through a young stand of 
trees, now bare in the winter, until we 
reached an open spot. 
In the centre stood an evergreen, a 
spruce. My tree. It had grown much 
taller, sturdier, but it had the same shape. 
It towered over the slender, leafless 
birches and beeches, its evergreen boughs 
dark against the sky. 
Derreck broke the silence. 
"Do you recognize it?" he asked. 
I nodded. 
"I transplanted it to this safe spot, just 
before we cut down that wood lot. 
I turned to him. "How did you know?" 
"Know what?" 
"How I love that tree?" 
"But you wrote about it in every letter 
around Christmas time. Don't you re-
member?'' 
I shook my head. "It is funny how you 
forget what you write," I said. 
I walked up to the tree then, and lifted 
a snow-sprinkled bough to my face. The 
same feeling of utter peace flowed through 
my being. I knew I had found it again, 
after a journey of thousands of miles, I 
had found the message. 
My tree, my tree. Now I know it again. 
The real Christmas spirit does not die 
with the season; neither grief nor suffering 
can destroy it. It can be transplanted 
everywhere, for it grows strong and firm 
in every soil, in every land. 
THE LONE WOODSMAN 
The storm came down at midnight on the world, 
Sifting like sand against the shanty door, 
The woodsman lay and listened in his bunk 
And heard no sound above the wind's dull roar. 
But, in the silence of the drifted dawn, 
Without his blizzard-bound tarred-paper shack, 
Gliding like spirits through the snowy trees, 
He hears the low plaints of the whisky jack. 
LEE MILLS 
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.A.t the Royal where you will cross 
the threshold into an atmosphere of 
friendly welcome and courteous 
service. Your sleeping comfort is 
assured by cool, clean bedding on 
restful mattresses in large airy bed-
roorns with modern conveniences. 
Our family plan accepts chi1dren 
under 14 years of age as guests 
of the hotel, free of room charge, 
when accompanied by parent. 
The Royal Hotel 
T. E. English, Manager 
KING STREET 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
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THE PORT OF SAINT JOHN 
Y EAR-ROUND ICE- FREE PORT 
DRY DOCK ACCOMMODATION FOR SHIPS OF ALL SIZES 
MODERN TERMINAL FACILITIES FOR BOTH C.P.R. & C.N.R. 
For detailed information as to shed space, loading equipment, etc., write to: 
CITY OF SAINT JOHN 
N EW BRUNS W ICK 
Ron. D. L. MACLAREN, P.C., Mayor 
Deputy Mayor J. A. WHITEBONE, Ald. P. F. CoNNELL, 
Ald. S. RoY KELLY, Q.C. Ald. J. F. MACMILLAN, 
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Ald. R. H. HOWARD 
Ald. J.D. MACCALLUM 
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ATLANTIC PORTS 
T HE VOLUME OF winter shipping through Maritime ports will be watched with anxious interest this 
year. There are two new factors disturbing 
to the Atlantic region. The first is the 
St. Lawrence Seaway, the second the in-
creased ice-breaking activity in the Gulf 
of St. Lawrence. 
The results will not be at once apparent. 
Some factors will have a delayed effect, 
others, which have affected the tonnages 
this year, are transient, such as the 
increased steel shipments from Europe 
resulting from the U.S. steel strike. 
Halifax has by far the more favourable 
picture to show. 
To October 31, 1959, compared to 
1958, Port of Halifax tonnage increased 
eighteen per cent, from 5,611,918 tons to 
6,646,289 tons In 1959. Halifax tonnage is 
continuing to improve over last year, and 
a rough check by Mr. J. R. Mitchell, Port 
Manager, indicates that at November 15, 
cargo for 1959 equalled the total of the 
whole twelve months of 1958. 
The future outlook is good, with indi-
cations that cargo tonnage will be main-
tained and possibly increased. 
Cargo which passes over National 
Harbours Board facilities at Halifax is 
twelve per cent up, and over privately 
owned facilities, consisting mainly of 
Imperial Oil and National Gypsum, it has 
increased by twenty per cent. 
The Port of Saint John has had nothing 
like so favourable an experience. Imports 
increased up to October 31 over last year 
by nine per cent, with approximately five 
per cent decrease in general cargo exports. 
A slight increase in grain shipments 
brought an over-all increase in imports 
and exports of general cargo and grain 
of three per cent over last year. 
There are two items which make news 
because they are unprecedented. One is 
the shipping of Christmas trees to the 
United States, the result of the new 
industry centred at Moncton.* The other 
* See "The Christmas Tree Harvest", by 
Vera L. Daye, in The Atlantic Advocate, 
November, 1959. 
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AND SHIPPING 
by JOHN STEWART 
was a shipment of grain to Pakistan in 
July. 
Halifax lies on the main line of ship-
ping. Saint John is not on any shipping 
route. Therein lies a fundamental dif-
ference which, in the opinion of Mr. H. H. 
Smith, Executive Director of the Port and 
Industrial Bureau of Saint John, calls for 
the construction of the Chignecto Canal. 
"The Canal should bring additional 
shipping activity to many points in the 
Atlantic Region and it should push the 
freight barrier westwards, for many At-
lantic industries that now cannot reach 
central and western Canadian markets, 
due to high transportation cost. The 
Canal, therefore, would serve a dual pur-
pose: it would offset some of the harm 
accruing to Atlantic Ports due to the 
diversion of tonnage to Lower St. Law-
rence points, and it would provide a new 
incentive, and a new stability, to Atlantic 
industry." 
It was reported on November 21 by 
Mr. Herbert Land, Chief Channel Engi-
neer of the Department of Transport, that 
eight icebreakers will patrol the St. Law-
rence River and the Atlantic coast region 
this coming winter, an increase of two 
over last year. 
Mr. Land said that the service would 
be aimed primarily at preventing floods 
on the South Shore area opposite Mon-
treal, and no attempt would be made to 
maintain a channel for navigation to 
Montreal. The dispositions of the ice-
breakers will be three between Montreal 
and Trois-Rivieres, Quebec; two based at 
Quebec City, with a third patrolling the 
area northeast of Quebec City; one in 
Cabot Strait between Newfoundland and 
Cape Breton; and one based at St. John's, 
Newfoundland. 
The Saint John Local Employment 
Committee submitted a brief to the Royal 
Commission on Transportation which re-
ferred to the fears of Saint John that its 
area had been affected drastically and that 
damage would be intensified by the open-
ing of the Lower St. Lawrence ports to 
winter traffic. 
Considerable uncertainty exists as to 
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the Government's intention. Hon. George 
Hees stated: "We shall be in a position 
to undertake the maintenance of standing 
patrols, which would make winter naviga-
tion, within the limitations of serious 
adverse weather conditions, a reality this 
winter." 
Subsequent statements have denied the 
intention of keeping navigation open to 
Montreal. Mr. Hees has been reported as 
saying the St. Lawrence seaway will close 
definitely Nov. 30. As regards Quebec 
City, however, there is, in normal years, 
no bar to winter shipping, providing the 
Gulf of St. Lawrence can be kept open. 
This year it will, probably, be kept open 
by the ice-breaking patrols. It is the sea 
route, not the conditions of the port itself, 
which has, in the past, prevented shipping. 
It is this new threat that is causing grave 
concern at the present time, particularly 
in Saint John. 
There is doubt and debate about the 
probable number of sailings from the Port 
of Quebec this winter. Twenty-five sailings 
were announced in the press, and this 
figure was given in the brief to the Royal 
Commission on Transportation submitted 
by the Saint John Local Employment 
Committee, with the comment that if such 
services were successfully established, the 
ports of Saint John and Halifax would be 
reduced to "barren empty monuments, and 
the volume of rail transport in the area 
would be seriously reduced and associated 
trades and services curtailed." 
It is not clear, at the present time, that 
as many as twenty-five sailings are con-
templated this year. There are a total of 
five December and early January sailings 
of Canadian Pacific Steamships' Beavers 
and Canada Steamship Lines' Eskimo. 
The new threat to the Maritime ports 
comes from the Danish Lawritzen Line, 
with four special polar vessels strengthened 
for ice, serving the east and west coasts of 
England, and Europe. One made a pioneer 
sailing last year. This year twelve sailings 
are planned, the first to Rotterdam, Ant-
werp and London on December 7, the 
second to Liverpool on December 15 
to 18. 
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There is no Harbour in all of Canada, where mer-
chants are treated so much like princes and kings as 
in the Port of Saint John, N.B. 
Importers and Exporters, Ship Operators and Agents, 
Freight Forwarders and Custom House Brokers are 
our aristocracy and tl1ey are treated accordingly. 
There is no Harbour in all of Canada where so much 
skilled assistance and '"personalized services'' are 
available, free of cost, to you, our Clients. 
There is no other Harbour in all of Canada where 
such effective help in your problems is available for 
the asking, just by picking up the phone. 
'kle attend II(Ut,IJ, cai.U .2.4 l«uvu a daif 
3 65 da'l4 o./ IJ,e ifeo4 
H. H. SMITH 
Executive Director, Port and Industry Bureau 
phones: 
Office: Ox 3-114.3 
Residence: Ox 4-4209 
address: 
P.O. Box 100 
Saint John, N.B. 
Courtesy Saint John Board of Trade 
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The Toronto City, Bristol City-Domin-
ion Line, is scheduled for a Christmas 
sailing to Bristol, England. 
The winter sailings through ice from 
Quebec are pioneering enterprises as 
surely as were the Atlantic sailings of four 
hundred years ago. 
The difference is that if the new ventures 
succeed, a large fleet of freighters may 
rapidly develop the route, to the detri-
ment if not the destruction of the Mari-
time winter ports. 
The offsetting advantage to the Port of 
Saint John would be the Chignecto Canal. 
The Chignecto Canal proposal was form-
ally raised with the Royal Commission 
on Transportation in Fredericton by Mr. 
Michael Wardell, honorary secretary of 
the Chignecto Canal Committee. The 
Royal Commission approved the applica-
tion that the appraisal of the Chignecto 
Canal as a natural extension of the St. 
Lawrence Seaway shall be submitted at 
its hearings in Ottawa in the New Year. 
It was explained that the appraisal is in 
the hands of a competent research organ-
ization and that it is expected to be com-
pleted by the end of the year. The organ-
ization was announced in the October 
issue of The Atlantic Advocate as being 
the Economic Research Corporation of 
Montreal, headed by Dr. D. E. Armstrong, 
Assistant-Director of Economics at Mc-
Gill University, and Dr. Hay. Mr. H. 
Carl Goldenberg, Q. C., has been retained 
by the Committee as counsel. 
The organizing executive meeting of the 
Chignecto Canal Committee took place 
in Fredericton four months ago, when a 
preliminary report on the appraisal was 
made. Hon. Hugh John Flemming was 
in the chair, and those present included 
Mr. K. C. Irving, Prof. W. Y. Smith, Hon. 
Edgar Fournier and Mr. Michael Wardell. 
The general scope of the appraisal was 
carefully considered and a working guide 
prepared. 
The Economic Research Corporation 
is additionally engaged in a separate 
appraisal for the governments of the four 
Atlantic Provinces, through the Maritimes 
Transportation Commission, of the effects 
of the St. Lawrence Seaway on the four 
provmces. 
Canada Steamship Lines are now in-
vestigating the practicability of making 
Saint John a trans-shipment port for grain 
and other cargo shipped by their large, 
fast and efficient lake carriers by the 
sheltered coastal route from the St. Law-
rence Seaway through the Chignecto 
Canal, if constructed. This would mean 
an immense increase in the grain elevator 
capacity of Saint John from 3,076,800 
bushels to perhaps twelve or fifteen million 
bushels, and an increase in other port 
facilities. 
The headquarters of the Chignecto 
Canal Committee is located at The 
Atlantic Advocate offices in Fredericton, 
N.B., P. 0. Box 307. 
DECEMBER, 1959 
In 1890 the House Flag of Joseph Likely was a fant-
iliar sight in the Port of Saint John. 
Our heritage from the past is as important as our 
outlook to the future. A future predicted unsurpassed 
in Canadian History. 
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We are proud to have been associated with the era 
of ''Wooden Ships and Iron J\len". And now take a 
part in Canada's future. 
Our modern port of Saint John plays a large role in 
the success of industries within its boundaries. 
JOS. A. LIKELY 
LIMITED 
Concrete Products Division 
SAINT JOHN • NEW BRUNSWICK 
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Honkers 
• ID 
Newfoundland 
story and pictures by 
BERNARD S. JACKSON 
My FIRST ENCOUNTER with the Canadian "honker" was on a private estate in Lincolnshire, 
England. I was a gamekeeper at the time 
and one of my fellow keepers had the 
"fancy" to keep any type of wildfowl he 
could acquire. Amongst his varied col-
lection he had a pair of "honkers" which 
he had managed to purchase from some 
unknown source. This in itself was quite 
a feat, as the Canada Goose is scarce in 
Britain and very jealously, and quite 
rightly, protected. 
This pair of geese were well cared for 
and were very tame, provided they knew 
you. If a stranger appeared they would set 
up a really terrible row; they were two 
of the best "watchdogs" that I have ever 
seen. My friend and I would often stop to 
admire his geese and we would wonder 
what it must be like in North America to 
see large skeins of these geese honking 
through the sky, just like our own 
"Hounds of Heaven", the Greylag and 
Pinkfooted Geese. 
I never suspected for a moment that I 
would ever have the good fortune to visit 
North America and study its wild hfe, 
and yet here I am in Newfoundland where, 
amongst other things, it has been my good 
fortune both to watch and to photograph 
some quite large skeins of Canada Geese. 
There are at present ten known varieties 
of Canada Goose, Brant a canadensis, the 
largest being the honker. This is the one 
which is quite familiar to most Newfound-
landers, particularly those who live in 
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Clarenville and Shoal Harbour, where 
they are a part of everyday life. 
Our Newfoundland honker is a sub-
species that breeds only in Newfound-
land, Labrador and in parts of the coastal 
areas of Quebec. It is believed that the 
honkers reared in Newfoundland winter 
on the Atlantic coast from Nova Scotia 
to Delaware Bay, whereas the ones reared 
on the mainland spend their winters in 
the Southern States of America and down 
into Mexico. This seems to me to be a 
jolly good idea on their part, and now 
that I have sampled a winter lasting well 
into the month of May, I have come to 
the conclusion that I should follow their 
good example. 
Breeding on the marshes in the interior 
of this province the honker makes a nest 
of twigs, grasses and other suitable 
materials, finishing it off with a lining of 
down. The nest is usually on a hummock 
or muskrat house. Presumably "Mother 
Goose" likes to see what is going on 
around her. Like the mallard ducks of 
Europe they occasionally make their 
nests in trees, on the top of an old hawk's 
or owl's nest. They lay five or six dirty-
white eggs as a rule, although nests with 
as many as ten eggs have been found. 
The eggs take twenty-eight to thirty days 
to hatch, and the young goslings are full-
grown when a little more than six weeks 
old. 
It is thought that geese mate for life. 
The male goose will protect his nest or 
youngsters with great courage. The young 
ones stay with their parents until the 
• spring migration back to the nesting 
grounds. In Britain I have seen Greylag 
geese send out a two-goose escort for a 
presumably young goose who had fallen 
behind from their V -formation. I have 
heard that honkers will do this also, but 
so far have not been fortunate enough to 
see them. 
Geese like to feed in shallow water on 
various types of pond weeds and sedges, 
also water insects and small snails. In 
season they enjoy various types of wild 
berries, including the blueberry. When in 
Northern Labrador I was assured that 
they liked to eat last season's partridge 
berries when they are thawed out in the 
. 
spring. 
Apart from these foods the goose is a 
great grass-eater, and it is very noticeable 
that when feeding they always have a 
sentinel on lookout. It would be interest-
ing to know how they signal for a new 
lookout, as I have often noticed that 
when a sentinel lowers its head to start 
feeding, another goose instantly goes on 
duty. I presume they must make some 
type of signal call. 
Geese are interesting and beautiful 
birds, well deserving to hold their place 
in our countryside. I hope we shall always 
in spring have our honkers returning to 
their nesting grounds under a Newfound-
land sky. 
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HAT FUN A JOURNEY to the woods Or to 
a city market can be when one is in 
search of the perfect tree which is surely 
the right of every family at Christmas time! 
Home again and out come the boxes of gorgeous 
baubles, the ropes of feathery tinsel, strings of 
shining beads, each brighter and more gay than 
any glistening gem that Aladdin's genie could 
supply. 
Shall we use them all? We could, but that is 
what we did last year and in fact the year before 
that too, so why not try something different? 
How about choosing a colour scheme this year 
to complement the room or to make an arresting 
contrast in it? 
We could separate the decorations according to 
colour. Are there not enough shades and intensities 
of blue, or of reds or greens, to decorate the tree? 
The metallics, that is silver or gold, can always be 
added to colours without changing the general 
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ULOGG's LTD. of Honuton 
For Truly Lovely English China 
AUTUMN BREEZES 
BY ROYAL DOULTON $26.50 
SPODE . l\iiNTON - BELLEEK 
WEDGWOOD . ROYAL ALBERT 
ROYAL DOULTON -HUMMEL 
FIGURES - DOULTON FIGURES -
COALPORT FLORALS 
CLOGG'S LTD. 
MONCTON'S FINEST JEWELLERY 
AND CHINA STORE 
Where quality has been an 
honoured tradition for 40 years. 
When planning to visit Moncton 
write us for a free copy of the 
"Tidal Bore Time Table" 
Make Creaghan's your 
one-stop Christmas 
shopping centre 
for the entire 
family 
J. D. CREAGHAN 
COMPANY LIMITED 
Operating Four Retail Stores 
in New Brunswick at 
NEWCASTLE 
FREDERICTON 
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effect. If there are not enough baubles of 
a particular colour we could use a grada-
tion. Start at the top of the tree with blue, 
for instance, and as we work down the 
tree introduce blue-green, then green and 
on to yellows; or blue to purple to red, 
or vice versa; and the lights could follow 
the same sequence. 
One of the loveliest ways of using a 
collection of Christmas balls is to sort 
them according to size. A magic, fairy-
like tree, one where the glistening balls 
seemingly float in space around it, can 
be made from such an assortment. 
A very thin, spindly tree is perhaps 
most effective with this arrangement. 
Some ambitious young firs, taking root 
in a tiny clearing in the forest, are in such 
a hurry to reach the stature of the trees 
around that they shoot up slender trunks 
from which the branches spring out 
horizontally in even whorls, a foot or 
more apart. Find one of those. The lovely 
thing, looking so dainty in the woodland 
setting, may appear rather forlorn when 
you first bring it into your home. But 
wait! 
Fix the tree firmly in a water-filled con-
tainer. To decorate, first take one or 
more long strings of multicoloured beads 
and cut the thread, or use boxes of loose 
beads. With common dressmaker's pins 
or better still those pins with coloured 
heads, fasten one bead to the tip of every 
little twig. (See diagram 1A). 
Now, start with the smallest baubles 
(you can get them as small as half an inch 
in diameter). Tie to each a piece of very 
fine black thread (No. 60 at least). Let 
the threads be from nine to fifteen inches 
in length. Hang the balls at varying 
distances between the whorls of branches 
first and second from the top of the tree. 
Now do the same thing with balls of 
the next larger size, adjusting the length 
of the threads to the distance between the 
whorls. Continue with successive sizes 
until all spaces between branches are 
lightly filled. 
Now, stand back and see what your 
magic powers have achieved. At a distance 
of a few feet the balls float seemingly 
without support among the delicate 
greenery, twinkling and turning with every 
movement of air. A fairy vision indeed! 
(See diagram 1.) 
A group of large balls held together 
by fine threads or by shiny Christmas 
ribbon can be arranged for a decorative 
touch below the tree, or on mantel, table, 
or elsewhere. (See base of fairy tree 1 on 
diagram.) 
For a "different" decoration a "Bow" 
or "True Love Knot" small tree is a gay 
addition to the Christmas scene. 
Christmas ribbon can be used and each 
bow attached by a pin to one of the fat 
little buds found at the tip of every 
branch, or the bows can be made very 
inexpensively from metallic Christmas 
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wrappings, as shown in diagrams 3A, 
3B, 3C and 3D. 
Plain metallic paper is better than the 
embossed type for this use. Cut strips of 
paper ten inches by one inch and an 
equal number of pieces i-inch by 1 i 
inches. Follow diagram 3A to fold bow 
shapes. Try not to crease the paper at 
points e e and f f, just bend the paper so 
that the bow loop will stay puffed out. 
The "points" of the ribbon are formed 
by folding the paper back along diagonals 
a b and c d, wrapping it on itself and 
pinching tightly. (See diagram 3B). With 
scissors snip V -shaped sections at the 
centres (diagram 3C), cutting through all 
folds of the paper. Fold a knot piece 
(diagram 3D) round the centre of each 
bow and pierce all folds of paper with a 
dressmaker's pin, as shown in diagram 
3D. Pin to the tree through the little bud 
at the end of each twig. 
Then of course there are those charming 
gifts, the Christmas flowers, either in 
plant or cut form. Try dramatizing these 
to show your appreciation of so lovely a 
remembrance. Display them against that 
pet silver or copper tray of yours or 
against a quaint old platter or a length of 
silk used as a wall hanging. Combine these 
with your favourite figurine. Some extra-
special tree balls and candles might also 
work in charmingly. 
Don't forget the exciting decorations 
you can make yourself. Such are partic-
ularly interesting when used in your own 
home and also make the perfect gift for 
"the friend who has everything". 
Two ideas for things that are easy to 
make yet have a most professional touch 
when completed are shown in the upper 
right and left hand corners of pages 40 
and 41. Drawing No. 2 shows a tree of 
tinsel rope, while No. 4 is one of shiny 
metallic paper, the colour of which can 
be chosen to complement any decor. For 
either tree you need, for the "tub" it sits 
in, a two-ounce plastic or glass tumbler. 
The latter can be covered easily with foil 
or coloured paper or even a coat of paint, 
as it is better that the "tub" be opaque. 
A piece of fairly stiff white cardboard 
large enough to cut both a circle five 
inches in diameter and one approximately 
two inches in diameter is also needed and 
a length of embroidery floss or yarn, 
some waste tissue paper and a small ball 
or star for the top of the tree. 
For the tinsel tree you need one package 
of tinsel rope six or eight yards in length 
and one half of an extension curtain rod, 
the smallest circular type made of white 
enamelled tin which extends to three feet 
and costs approximately ten cents at the 
dime stores, or any slender rod about 
eighteen inches in length, which can be 
painted or wrapped with thin white paper 
or aluminum foil. 
For the paper tree you will require one 
roll of metallic-coated Christmas wrap-
ping paper in a plain colour. The plain 
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paper is much more effective than the 
embossed or printed papers. The tools 
needed are a pair of scissors, a darning 
needle, a common pin or two, a compass 
and a pencil well sharpened. 
To make either tree, draw and cut out 
a circle of five inches diameter on the 
white coardboard. Draw and cut out 
another circle l inch wider in radius than 
the base of your tumbler. On the five-inch 
circle, using the same centre, draw a 
second circle with two inch radius and a 
third circle the size of the top of the 
tumbler. (Diagram 2A.) On the smaller 
or base circle draw a second circle the 
size of the bottom of the tumbler. 
Place in turn each cardboard circle 
under diagram 2A on page 40. Push a 
pin, a drawing pin is good if you have 
one, through the centre of the diagram 
and through the centre of the cardboard 
circle under it. With the darning needle 
prick through the red dots on the diagram, 
into your cardboard circles. With a 
pencil lightly draw radiating lines through 
these pricks as shown on the diagram. 
Where the pencil lines cut the circles which 
mark the size of the top of the tumbler on 
your five-inch circle and the size of the 
base of your tumbler on the small circle, 
pierce right through the cardboard with 
the darning needle. Next on the five-inch 
circle, using scissors, cut along the radiat-
ing lines from the edge to the pencilled 
four-inch circle. (See heavy black lines 
on diagram 2A). Erase pencil lines from 
the cardboard. 
Here is how to make a tinsel tree. 
Having made cardboard circles as ex-
plained above, make a small hole at 
centre of the five-inch circle. Thrust rod 
through this. (See diagram 2B). Drop the 
end of the rod into the "tub", making 
sure rod is centred. To keep the rod erect, 
pack the tumbler tightly with soft tissue 
paper (Diagram 2C). Lower the five-inch 
circle to the top of the tumbler and place 
the small circle at its base. With darning 
needle and long coloured floss or yarn 
sew cardboard circles firmly in place using 
the punched holes. (See diagram 2D and 
drawings 2 and 4.) 
Starting at any point on the perimeter 
of the five-inch circle slip the end of the 
tinsel rope into one of the cuts in the card, 
leaving a couple of inches hanging loose 
underneath. Take the rope up to the tip 
of the rod, tie it there firmly with white 
sewing thread. Bring the rope down to 
the cut next to the one first used, slip it 
in and then up through the next cut and 
tie it again at the top. Proceed until all 
the cuts are filled, then tie the end neatly 
to the small end left at the starting point. 
(Diagram 2D). Fasten on your star or 
bauble at the top and an exquisite little 
tree is made. 
Making a paper tree is similar. There 
is no need of a centre support as in the 
tinsel tree. When you have made your 
base and top for the tub, sew the five-inch 
circle on top of the tumbler to the small 
circle on the bottom. (Diagram 4C). If 
you are using a plastic tumbler it is a good 
idea to weight the base of this tree by 
stuffing it with tissue paper in which 
little stones or bits of other heavy material 
have been wrapped. 
The metallic paper required comes in 
rolls eighteen, twenty or twenty-four 
inches in width but any width from ten to 
twenty-four inches is satisfactory to use. 
The width only regulates the height of the 
finished tree. 
Cut from the roll a piece thirty-six 
inches in length. Lay it shiny side down 
on a flat surface and with a sharp pencil 
draw lines lightly -!-inch apart across 
narrower width. Fold the full length of 
the paper fan-wise on these lines. (Diagram 
4A.) 
Run a needle and matching thread 
through all folds about -!-inch from one 
edge and tie loosely. This is to be the top 
of the tree. (See diagram 4A). 
Starting at any cut on the perimeter of 
the five-inch circle, slip the first fold of 
paper into the cut, leaving approximately 
one inch below the cardboard circle. 
Skipping the second fold of paper, slip 
the next fold into the second cut, and so 
proceed until every cut is filled. (Diagram 
4B). The last fold of paper is slipped into 
the first fold, so closing the circle. Gently 
pull the thread at the peak of the tree 
together, adjust the folds carefully and tie 
the thread securely. To affix a ball to the 
top of this tree slip a hairpin or bobby 
pin through the hanger on the ball and 
slip it down the tree inside the gathering 
thread. Now! Isn't that a lovely thing 
with which to enjoy A Merry Christmas! 
WHEATS TALKS 
Above the sloping roadside bank 
Tall stalks of wheat, forgotten, stand, 
Edging the tawny stubble field 
Where stooks like wigwams dot the land. 
Waving gold in the sun and wind, 
Rustling brown in the snow and ice; 
A little less for the farmer's bins, 
A little more for the birds and mice. 
EDITH MosHER 
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Your 
FIRST MOVE 
is to 
HALIFAX 
THE Atlantic all-year-round Port of Arrival which best covers 
the Hinterland of North America by 
AIR, WATER and RAIL. 
Halifax has a natural harbour with 
up-to-date facilities for volume traf-
fic. You get complete coverage by 
rail and air to Montreal, Toronto, 
Detroit, Chicago and westward. A 
dual service is available from Hali-
fax to adjoining U.S.A. States in-
cluding such points as Boston and 
New York-Road Transport-(via 
l\IV Bluenose-Yarmouth, Canada 
to Bar Harbour, U.S.A.) -or by di-
rect steamer to both cities. · 
RATES: 
Halifax to Western U.S.A. points 
-equal to Montreal rates. Also 
contpetitive with New York rates 
-and distances in some cases 
shorter. 
So for year round traffic, ship di-
rect to Halifax (or via Liverpool, 
England by Furness Withy Line 
nt no extra cost). 
For import or export traffic to 
Europe, ship via Halifax. For road 
transport to or from U.S •. 4. ship 
via Yarmouth-Boston. 
Make IIalifax your Canadian port of 
arrival and Canadian Customs clear-
ing port. Maritime Exporters - it is 
to your advantage to use the Port of 
Halifax for shipment to the British 
Isles and Europe. 
Consign to 
SEABOARD 
BROKERS 
HALIFAX, CANADA 
Reference 
The Royal Bank of Canada 
Member 
-Canadian International Freight 
Forwarders Assoc. 
-Customs Brokers and Forward-
ers of A1nerica Inc. 
-Dominion Customhouse Brokers 
Assoc. 
-F.I.A.T.A., Amsterdam. 
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T HE 'NINETIES WERE not gay for mother. At nineteen, a slender, red-headed girl, she came as a 
bride to the big farmhouse that was to be 
her home for over sixty-five years. 1892, 
1894, 1896, and 1898 each brought an 
addition to the family. Then the spell was 
broken for seven years, after which the 
cycle was repeated. 
In later years, these children, struggling 
along with small families, modern equip-
ment, the offerings of supermarkets and 
ready-made clothing, wondered how she 
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ever did so much! Mother was a manager, 
as all can bear witness. Her work pro-
ceeded in an orderly fashion. Early after-
noon usually found the house cleaned up 
and mother ready for mending, quilting, 
hooking, or some other sitting-down 
activity. 
Most stories of farm life stress the 
bountiful food supply. The day had long 
passed when our native Nova Scotia had 
been known as Nova Scarcity but al-
though our farm was a productive one, 
the growing season was short, the market 
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for farm products was poor, and our 
appetites were. large. However, there was 
always money for paint and whitewash; 
for the church; and for the less fortunate; 
but this was largely because of mother's 
management. Vitamins were unknown, 
and mother's main idea in planning meals 
was to get something that would "fill up" 
and cost little. This she did, and pretty 
good meals they were! 
Bread was certainly the staff of life. 
Two or three times a week mother would 
make the bread, with dad turning the 
mixer. Each time t:.ln ovenful of crusty, 
giant-sized loaves would be produced, 
only to disappear in record breaking time, 
much of the bread consumed with home-
made butter and golden molasses. 
After bread, the next staple product was 
oatmeal porridge. This appeared almost 
every morning. No three-minute variety, 
this! After making the fire, dad would put 
on the water for the porridge in the round, 
three-legged, iron pot. Mother's first job 
would be to put in the oatmeal. (How well 
I remember that pot! My apprenticeship 
in housekeeping began with the washing 
of the porridge pot.) 
Another of mother's specialties was 
buckwheat pancakes. These were not 
made with yeast, but in the early years 
with our own buttermilk and baking soda. 
Each cake covered the large, black, iron 
griddle and was turned with the flip of a 
knife. Mother kept two griddles going, 
changing them around on the stove so 
they were evenly heated. "My mother used 
to tell me"~ she would say, "that no girl 
was ready for marriage, until she could 
turn a big cake like this, without breaking 
it." The cakes were piled on a plate in the 
oven and cut in quarters before serving. 
We ate them with butter and molasses, or 
occasionally after the winter's butchering 
with fresh pork and pan gravy. On very 
special occasions wheat pancakes were 
made, spread with butter and strawberry 
preserves, and rolled up jelly-roll fashion. 
This was indeed food for the gods, or so 
we thought. Pancakes were usually served 
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for supper. On very cold winter nights, 
after our long walk home from school, we 
children would sometimes sit around the 
kitchen stove and eat mother's pancakes 
hot off the griddle. 
A few times in our childhood mother 
made one of her mother's specialties-
thickened milk. Milk was heated in the 
porridge pot and mother carefully sifted 
in the flour between her thumb and 
fingers, stirring constantly, as there must 
never be a lump! This we ate like any 
cereal. 
Buckwheat or corn cakes were frequent-
ly made, especially if the bread was low, 
but for Sundays or if company was ex-
pected, mother would make her cream 
biscuits. In Anne Morrow Lindbergh's 
Gift from the Sea, she refers to writing and 
biscuit making as two forms of creative 
activity. Until her last illness, mother got 
pleasure from this art. After we children 
had gone our various ways out in the 
world, our frequent home-comings were 
almost always celebrated by a pan of hot 
biscuits for supper. 
During the winter another supper 
special was oyster stew. Dad had planted 
a bed in our "crick" and a supply would 
be stored in the cellar. It took some time 
for him to open enough for mother's 
rich, creamy stew, as we all had to have 
some raw, right off the shell! In season, 
smelts from the brook, or gaspereaux or 
herring from the bay, might be fried for 
supper. Lightly smoked gaspereaux or 
salted herring added variety to the meals, 
and in early summer, fishermen would 
bring us fresh mackerel or the highly 
prized, if bony, shad. 
Occasionally, as obstreperous children, 
we watched the supper preparations from 
widely spaced seats along the kitchen 
wall, as a result of mother's suggestion 
that we play Quakers' Meeting. To us 
this meant a contest as to which one 
could remain the longest without speak-
ing. Frequent giggles broke the silence, 
but we were out from under foot; mother 
had a temporary respite from our noise, 
perhaps time to get the meal on the table. 
Sunday was a day of rest as far as most 
cooking was concerned, and the old bean-
pot helped to make it so. Saturday night's 
beans might appear at the late breakfast, 
or for the evening meal. Never did the 
family seem to tire of these home-baked 
beans, and when served with steamed 
brown bread they were even more 
enjoyed. 
After the cold weather set in, the 
winter's meat supply was butchered. The 
hams were treated and hung up to cure. 
In the pre-canning days some of the meat 
was corned. The round was sometimes 
dried and sliced thin for a supper "relish". 
Meat was kept fresh by means of the 
frost, or frozen in the ice house. 
Several exciting events in the food-
making line followed the butchering. One 
of these was the making of mincemeat. 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
Each child was gladly given a turn at 
grinding the cooked meat. A big pan of 
apples was also put through the grinder 
and mixed with the meat. Then followed 
the spice, the raisins and the molasses. 
The amounts were gauged entirely by 
mother's eye and the size of the crock. 
The results were surprisingly uniform and 
most satisfying. Another anticipated treat 
was potted-head. This was made mostly 
from the head and feet of pork. After 
much preliminary preparation, again 
came the grinding of the meat, but this 
time onions were added. Summer savory 
and salt and pepper formed the seasoning. 
The gelatin-filled stock was thickened 
somewhat and the mixture poured into 
pans to set. Commercial head -cheese 
bears little resemblance to this flavourful 
product. 
After the lard was tried-out, a big batch 
of doughnuts would be made. As these 
had a way of disappearing, and as a 
"sweet" must be on hand for company 
and Sundays, mother would hide a jar. 
A favourite hiding place, I soon discovered, 
was behind the old haircloth sofa in the 
parlor. As this was on the way upstairs, 
it proved all too convenient. Doughnuts, 
not cookies, were a part of our Christmas 
fare. Santa, too, was adept at finding the 
doughnuts, as one wrapped in Christmas 
paper always appeared, next to the orange, 
in the toe of our long, home-knit stockings, 
which we hung up by the old Franklin 
stove, near the Christmas tree. These 
were strategically placed, as this stove 
pipe was the only one large enough for 
Santa to come down. 
Other Christmas fare included plum 
loaf, a rich spicy loaf well filled with 
raisins; and the traditional plum pudding 
made with suet and grated carrot and 
potato, along with the plums, and, of 
course, the bird, which in my childhood 
was a goose, crisp, succulent and de-
licious! 
The first snowfall brought forth the 
traditional remark: "The old woman in 
the sky is picking her goose." Early in 
December would come the day for the 
killing and picking of the chickens and 
geese. Cold and bleak without, but warm 
and steamy in the back kitchen, dad and 
mother picked away. We children helped 
with the down and pin feathers. Most of 
the birds would be sold, but we knew 
that there would be the Christmas goose, 
at least one much-liked giblet stew, and 
chickens for lesser special days. 
Except in garden time, our vegetables 
were the staple varieties. No one thought 
of eating vegetables raw at the table, but 
each child would beg for them as they 
were being prepared. Our grandmother 
showed us how good scraped rutabaga 
could be when brought up cold from the 
cellar. Thus we helped, unknowingly, to 
provide our vitamin C requirement. In 
early summer we were sent to the marsh 
for goose-tongue greens, which mother 
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would cook with a piece of pork. For 
those who had acquired the taste, these 
were a real treat. 
Barrels of apples provided us with 
most of our winter's fresh fruit. Red sour 
cherries were very popular, and were 
made into a rich preserve for a "special 
occasion" sauce. In season the cherries 
were used for stewing and for pies and 
puddings. Long after the family owned a 
steamer and doubler boilers, we children 
would beg for a "bag pudding". The 
cherry-filled batter was spooned into the 
bag, which was tied up and put into a pot 
of boiling water. All stood around when 
the bag, now round and firm, was re-
moved from the pot, and put on a large 
platter. As it was untied and the pudding 
slipped out, someone was sure to repeat 
a part of the old nursery rhyme: 
A bag-pudding the King did make, 
And stuffed it well with plums; 
And in it put great lumps of fat, 
As big as my two thumbs. 
The King and Queen did eat thereof, 
And noblemen beside; 
And what they could not eat that night, 
The Queen next morning fried. 
Big slices covered with vanilla sauce left 
us feeling much as the pudding had 
looked! The last cherries left by the robins 
-big, dead, ripe ones-were stoned, 
covered with sugar, some time before the 
meal, and eaten raw. 
After the haying the family, loaded with 
lunch baskets, pails and boxes, would 
board the double-seater, and drive twelve 
or more miles to the blueberry plains. In 
the late afternoon, weary and heavy-
laden, we returned. Blueberries were now 
eaten in every conceivable way. Blueberry 
slump was a close second in popularity to 
the cherry bag pudding. 
Our farm produced few wild straw-
berries, but some years wild raspberries 
were found in the "clearings", with 
enough, perhaps, for raspberry vinegar, 
a popular drink. The black currants pro-
vided a few jars of jelly, special fare for 
the sick. On a cold fall day we would 
gather wild cranberries on the upland 
marsh. Mother would have scorned the 
idea that cranberries were to be used 
merely as accompaniment for fowl. In our 
family they made just another well-liked 
sauce. 
Buttermaking was a tiresome and diffi-
cult job, especially during the hot weather. 
Most of us took a hand at turning the old 
barrel-churn. We developed a liking for 
buttermilk, and missed it when, later on, 
the cream was sold. A popular dessert, 
not too unlike lemon pie, was buttermilk 
pie. When the milk supply was plentiful, 
mother would make curds. This was never 
dignified by the name of cottage cheese. 
Another activity was regular cheese mak-
ing. After a veal was butchered, a part of 
the stomach lining was cleaned and dried. 
A piece of this was put in with the warmed 
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milk and contained enough rennin to pro-
duce the curd. The whey was drained off 
and the curd pressed into the wooden 
moulds. The cutting and sampling of each 
cheese was quite an event. Not until I ate 
mozzarella, of pizza fame, did I discover 
anything similar to our fresh, home-made, 
skim-milk cheese. 
In the field of clothing mother was also 
versatile, although she did no weaving. 
Until we were grown-up we had few, if 
any, ready-made dresses. Many were 
made-overs or hand-me-downs. The men's 
good suits could be made into suits for 
the boys. During the long winter evenings, 
we children studied our lessons around 
the kitchen table, munching apples to re-
lieve the monotony. Dad and mother 
would be reading, but mother's knitting 
needles would be busy turning out one of 
the many mittens or socks needed, or, in 
the early years, a piece of long-sleeved or 
long-legged underwear. I was the last of 
the children to have enjoyed(?) wearing 
this home-knit variety. The legs had to be 
carefully folded around the ankles, and 
our stockings pulled up, just so. These 
probably served to keep us from many a 
frostbite, if not from chilblains, as we 
waded through the snow in zero weather, 
to the one-roomed school. Never shall I 
forget how we itched from the harsh wool, 
during those first days after it was decreed 
that they should be worn. 
The winters were long, hard, and I sup-
pose rather lonely. Our house had no 
furnace, and keeping the wood fires 
stoked was a job in which all took part. 
Before the days of running water, wash-
days were difficult. Frequently the ice had 
to be chopped in the cask, under the 
eaves, and the water heated. Then load 
after load had to be jiggled in the washer. 
The washing must be hung out and the 
room scrubbed before dinner; no good 
housekeeper would have the wash around 
in the afternoon! 
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A good winter blizzard was frequently 
the excuse to put a "mat" or a quilt in 
the frames. The wind and the snow might 
be howling without, but all was cozy 
within. We enjoyed these family hooking 
or quilting parties, although our skill never 
equalled mother's. 
As winter wore away, Eaton's catalogue 
was much at hand. Spring housecleaning 
included painting and papering, re-cover-
ing the cushions on the Boston rockers, 
perhaps making a cover for the kitchen 
sofa, or re-upholstering a "sitting room" 
piece. New curtains were always needed 
somewhere. Most of these things had to 
be selected from the mail-order catalogue. 
Substitutions were frequent and the result 
was not always an interior decorator's 
dream, but at least the house looked well-
kept, comfortable and home-like. 
Life was not all work. Occasionally we 
children kept house while dad and mother 
drove long distances to goose suppers, or 
just to visit relatives or friends. Return 
visits were always welcomed. Frequently 
company would come home after church, 
on a Sunday afternoon. On rainy days we 
watched for the possible arrival of visitors. 
After a day of calling in the community, 
the minister was apt to drop in for supper, 
or for "tea", as it was sometimes called. 
There were church and community activi-
ties such as quilting parties, anniversary 
celebrations, presentation parties for 
families which had suffered loss or hard-
ship; community suppers for the benefit 
of the Missionary Society or the Ladies' 
Aid; and donations to help pay the min-
ister. In all of these, and later in the 
Women's Institute, mother took an active 
part. Then there was Temple Division, a 
temperance organization. This served as 
a local forum, a dramatic society, and a 
social club. In this dad and mother both 
held fifty-year membership pins. 
All eight of us were born in the old 
farmhouse, with the help of the family 
doctor. Cousin Mary or some other woman 
with experience would be there to help 
out for a week or two. Mother brought us 
through all the childhood diseases and 
accidents. We were subjected to sulphur 
and molasses, senna tea, mustard plasters, 
goose oil and turpentine, and poultices of 
many varieties; our feet were soaked and 
our heads were steamed. Except in major 
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illnesses, she scorned such helps as a 
clinical thermometer. "People who have 
them are forever imaginipg they are sick!" 
she would say. She cared for an invalid 
mother-in-law, and for her own mother 
during her last years. Frequently she went 
to help the neighbours in times of sickness 
and death. She considered hospitals a 
necessary evil, but had a horror of having 
to go to one. She never did. Mother was 
a manager, even to the end! When at 
eighty-six she became seriously ill and in 
pain, she prayed to the good Lord, in 
whom she had much faith, to take her to 
her final rest, and He did. 
* * * 
The Recipes 
OYSTER STEW 
1 pint shelled oysters 
1 pint cream 
1 t pints milk 
t teaspoon salt 
pepper 
1 tablespoon butter 
Clean and pick over oysters. Heat 
gently in oyster liquor until edges curl 
slightly. Add scalded milk, butter and 
. 
seasonmgs. 
ROAST GOOSE 
Singe; remove pin-feathers. Wash inside 
and out. Dry. Stuff with potato dressing. 
Sew up and truss. Place on rack in un-
covered roasting pan. Sprinkle with salt 
and pepper. Roast in a moderate oven 
about 20 minutes per pound of goose. 
Baste, if desired. If very fat, skin may be 
pricked with a fork and the fat poured 
off at intervals. 
POTATO DRESSING 
1 quart mashed potato 
2 or 3 slices stale bread, crumbed 
1 medium onion, chopped 
2 teaspoons summer savory 
t teaspoon ginger 
salt and pepper to taste 
Mix all together and pack lightly into 
goose. Extra may be baked separately 
and seasoned with drippings. (The ginger 
offsets the tendency for the summer savory 
to drift.) 
POTTED HEAD 
Clean hog's head; remove brains and 
eyes. Soak overnight in salted water along 
with heart, tongue, feet and tail. 
Remove ears and feet. Cover remainder 
with water and cook until meat falls off 
the bones. 
Put ears and feet in stove on red hot 
coals to singe ears and to burn off horny 
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hoof. Scrape. Wash, cover with water and 
cook until tender and gelatine is extracted. 
Reserve liquid. 
Put edible meat, also two or three 
onions, through food grinder. Put in pot, 
add meat stock, salt pepper and summer 
savory. Cook about ten minutes. Stir in 
two tablespoons flour made into a paste 
with cold water. Cook five minutes or 
more. Pour into pans, chill until set. 
PLUM PUDDING 
1 cup grated carrot 
1 cup grated potato 
! cup finely chopped suet 
1 cup sugar 
1 cup seedless raisins 
1 cup seeded raisins or currants 
2 teaspoons baking powder 
1 teaspoon salt 
2 teaspoons nutmeg, cinnamon and 
allspice 
~cup flour 
Add sugar and suet to vegetables. Add 
dry ingredients, sifted. Mix all together. 
Steam three hours in a well greased pan 
two thirds full. Re-heat by steaming, 
before serving. Serve with any desired 
sauce. 
CHERRY BAG PUDDING 
2! cups flour 
2 cups stoned cherries 
t teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon soda 
2 teaspoons cream tartar 
1 cup sugar 
1 egg 
t cup cream 
t cup milk 
~ teaspoon vanilla 
Sift flour; measure, add salt and leaven-
ing and sift again. Beat egg, add sugar and 
beat. Add milk, cream, vanilla and cher-
ries. (These may be chopped somewhat.) 
Mix. Add dry ingredients and stir just 
enough to mix. It should be a soft dough. 
Spoon into a heavy cotton bag, wrung out 
of cold water, filling it not more than two 
thirds full. Tie securely. Put into a large 
kettle about one third full of boiling 
water. Cover tightly. Keep water boiling 
gently for at least one hour. Remove to 
platter; cut string, and slide pudding out 
of bag. Slice. Serve with vanilla, cherry 
or hard sauce. 
BLUEBERRY SL~ 
ORD~LINGS 
2 quarts blueberries 
1 t cups sugar 
1 quart water 
2 cups sifted flour (all purpose) 
1 egg 
1 teaspoon soda 
2 teaspoons cream tartar 
t teaspoon salt 
t cup milk 
t cup cream 
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Cook blueberries, sugar and water in a 
heavy saucepan. 
Sift flour; measure; add other dry in-
gredients and sift again. Beat egg; add 
milk and cream; stir in dry ingredients. 
Drop by spoonfuls on top blueberry 
sauce; cover tightly and simmer for about 
fifteen minutes. Serve with the blueberry 
sauce and top with hard sauce or butter 
and sugar. 
BUTTERMILK PIE 
t cup sugar 
l teaspoon salt 
4! tablespoons cornstarch 
2 cups buttermilk 
2 egg yolks 
l cup sugar 
t teaspoon nutmeg 
1 tablespoon butter 
MERINGUE 
2 egg whites 
-!cup sugar 
few grains salt 
Mix sugar, starch and salt. Add to 
buttermilk and cook over hot water, 
stirring constantly until thickened. Cover 
and cook fifteen minutes. Keep water just 
simmering to a void curdling. 
Beat egg yolks, add sugar, add small 
amount of hot mixture, then blend all 
together and cook over hot water about 
five minutes or until thickened. Stir in 
butter. Cool. Pour into baked pie shell. 
Cover with meringue. Bake in a moderate 
oven about fifteen minutes or until deli-
cately browned. The pie would be im-
proved by the addition of 1 to 2 table-
spoons of lemon juice. 
DOUGHNUTS 
3 eggs 
1 t cups sugar 
1 cup sour cream 
2 heaping teaspoons mashed potato 
3! cups flour, or more, as needed to handle 
1 teaspoon soda 
2 teaspoons cream tartar 
1 teaspoon salt 
t teaspoon cinnamon 
t teaspoon nutmeg 
Beat eggs; add sugar, cream and potato; 
mix. Sift flour, measure. Add spice and 
leavening. Sift into other mixture, adding 
more flour if necessary. Tum out on a 
floured board, roll, cut and fry. 
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PLUM LOAF 
2 small potatoes, mashed 
1 t pints boiling water 
t cup shortening 
1 cup sugar 
2 teaspoons salt 
1 to 2 yeast cakes 
flour 
Combine first five ingredients; when 
lukewarm add yeast and flour to make a 
thick batter. Mix thoroughly. Cover and 
let stand in a warm place until light, then 
add the following: 
1 cup sugar 
1 cup soft shortening 
1 } pounds raisins 
t tablespoon spice or flavouring 
flour 
Add flour to make a soft dough. Let 
rise until double in bulk. Turn out on a 
floured board. Shape into loaves. When 
light bake in a moderate oven for from 
1 to 1l hours. 
BUCKWHEAT PANCAKES 
1 t cups buckwheat flour 
1 cup white flour 
1l teaspoons baking soda 
2 teaspoons salt 
1 egg well beaten 
2 cups buttermilk or sour milk 
t cup cream 
Sift flour, soda and salt together; beat 
egg, add liquid and stir in flour mixture. 
Pour on a hot griddle, moving griddle to 
spread cake to the edge. When light, turn. 
Put on a warm plate in the oven, cover 
after each addition. Cut into quarters and 
serve. 
YEAST BREAD 
Bread-making went through many 
stages; flour from home-grown wheat to 
the more dependable "bought" flour; 
leavening with the help of home-grown 
hops, dry yeast cakes, "a starter", to 
compressed yeast or the present day 
granular yeast. 
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" The King Fishers of Canada " 
Specializing in Atlantic Seafoods 
OPERATING a large fleet of deep-sea trawlers and modern 
processing plants, we are the largest processors of Fresh, Quick-
Frozen, Smoked and Salt Fish, Canned Lobsters, Chicken 
Haddie and Finnan lladdie. 
All are attractively packed under the follotving brands-
ready-to-cook and ready-to-serve. 
SEA SEALD SEACAP HIGH LINER 
10 KNOT FORTY FATHOM 
Ask for these Brands at Your 
Favorite Food Store! 
NATIONAL SEA PRODUCTS LTD. 
Head Office: HALIFAX, N .S. 
Capital Brand Food Products 
from Eastern Canada's most 
modern farmer-owned 
processing plant 
Nova Scotia Handcrafts 
• Weaving 
• Silver 
• Polished Agates 
• Turned Wood 
P.O. Box 145 Barker Street 
• Wrought Iron 
NOVA SCOTIA TARTAN 
• Clan Tartans 
THE TARTAN SHOP 
389 Barrington St., Halifax 
345 Main St., Yarmouth 
PAYNE-ROSS 
LIMITED 
management consultants 
MONTREAL 
550 SHERBROOKE ST., W. • AVenue 8-6193 
Toronto, Board of Trade Building, EMpire 3-8282 
It quarts lukewarm water 
3-! quarts flour 
1 yeast cake 
1 tablespoon sugar 
2 tablespoons salt 
1 tablespoon shortening 
Put water in mixer, add yeast, sugar, 
salt and shortening. Mix. Add flour and 
mix until dough forms a ball. Remove 
crank of mixer, cover. Set in a warm 
place until light. Turn out on floured 
board. Shape into loaves. Let rise and 
bake until loaf sounds hollow when it is 
tapped on the bottom. Time 1 to ll hours. 
CREAM BISCUITS 
2 cups cream 
1 cup milk 
1 teaspoon salt 
5 teaspoons baking powder 
6 cups flour 
Put milk and cream into bowl. Sift 
flour, measure; add baking powder and 
salt and sift into bowl. Mix and handle 
as little as possible. Roll, cut. Put in pan 
and bake in a hot oven about twenty 
minutes. 
MINCEMEAT 
8 to 10 lbs meat- neck, heart, shank 
8-quart pail of apples 
4 lbs seedless raisins 
3 quarts molasses 
approx. 2 tablespoons each, 
cinnamon, cloves and allspice 
Cook the meat until very tender; cool, 
remove fat and save. 
Wash and core apples. Alternate meat 
and apples through food grinder and put 
in layers in crock. Add layer of raisins and 
sprinkle with spice. Continue until meat 
and apples are used. Mix thoroughly. 
Cover with the molasses which was heated 
to boiling, and to which the meat fat was 
added. Mix thoroughly. If to be kept over 
long period, bottle hot, seal and store in 
a cool place. 
BAKED BEANS 
4 cups beans, brown or white 
1 cup sugar 
1 tablespoon salt 
t teaspoon pepper 
fat salt pork 
Look over beans; wash; cover with cold 
water and let stand over night. Drain; 
cover with fresh water and heat slowly 
until skins wrinkle; put in bean pot; add 
other ingredients. Cover with hot water. 
Cover and bake in a slow oven until 
tender, adding more water as needed. 
STEAMED BROWN BREAD 
1 cup Graham flour 
1 cup cornmeal 
1 cup white flour 
1 teaspoon salt 
i teaspoon soda 
i cup molasses 
2 cups sour milk or buttermilk 
Sift white flour, salt and soda into 
bowl; add other ingredients. Mix. Fill 
well-greased mould or pan two thirds 
full. Cover and steam 3 to 3-!- hours. Re-
move cover and place in a hot oven ten 
to fifteen minutes to dry top. The bread 
may be steamed in top of double boiler 
over boiling water for three hours. Slice, 
butter, and serve with baked beans. 
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The score of the Christmas carol Silent Night by Franz Xaver Gruber, 
now in the Museum of Hallein, Austria. 
The Story of a Well-Loved Christmas Carol 
by F. FRASER BOND 
Pictures by courtesy of the Austrian Embassy 
T HE YOUNG PRIEST picked up the in the brass stand at the side of the grate, coal tongs. He rooted with them and sank contentedly into the well-in the scuttle for a few moments, rounded contours of his favourite chair. 
and lifted carefully two of the largest The worn red leather which upholstered 
lumps of coal he could find on to the it gave him a sense of warmth and safety. 
glowing fire. Then he replaced the tongs He felt tired, but not too tired, and with 
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vast contentment he watched the little 
puffs of smoke escape through tiny fun-
nels in the fresh coal, and then burst sud-
denly into flickering flames. 
"One can only truly enjoy being lazy 
like this," he mused to himself, "when one 
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A portrait of Franz Gruber in the Museum of Hallein. 
has duties that he really should attend 
to." 
Certainly Father Joseph Mohr, like 
everyone else in Oberndorf on this Christ-
mas Eve in 1818, had last-minute details 
to look after. These things could wait. He 
would enjoy the comfort of his snug little 
study a while longer. He looked around 
him happily, his eyes lighting on this 
familiar object and on that. 
On the top of the bookcase to his left 
stood the old Swiss music box which had 
its place in his earliest memories. On 
family birthdays and Christmas Eve, his 
father would lift it down from its shelf 
in the old home in Salzburg, where it 
used to rest out of reach of boyish fingers. 
Then, when he had placed it on a table, 
he would wind it with its own stout key. 
How they all had loved to peer at its 
slowly revolving brass cylinder with the 
prickly bristles ! 
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Well, it was Christmas Eve again. He 
got up and reached for the old music box 
and placed it gently on the marble top 
of the table near his chair. Too bad some 
of the inlay work on the lid had cracked 
and been lost through the years. The tiny 
ballerina in the centre scroll was still 
intact, but one of the two fat cherubs who 
sat on drums on either side of her and 
blew on trumpets had part of his anat-
omy gone. A drum too was missing, and 
part of the curlicues which seemed to 
frame the design. 
Lovingly Father Joseph took the big 
key from its slot at the side and wound 
the old box up. Almost before he had 
completed the first turn of the key, it 
began its dulcet tinklings. "Huit Airs", the 
yellowed, handwritten card on the inside 
of the lid proclaimed, and listed the titles 
of the waltzes. Father Joseph, though he 
knew the repertory of the old box by 
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heart, could never tell by name which 
of the huit airs the music box was actually 
playing. 
"Dum-de-dee dum-de-dee dum-de-de-
, ' 
dee," he hummed along with the music 
and fancied that this was probably the 
one labelled Amoretten Quadrille Pantaton. 
A tap on the door broke momentarily 
the lilt of the young priest's humming. He 
smiled to himself. Old Marthe, his house-
keeper, who had been with his family 
before he was born, has with her sharp 
ears heard no doubt the familiar melody 
and had come to join him ... old Marthe, 
who still regarded him, priest though he 
was, as a tiny, wayward boy. Doubtless 
she had already made to surprise him the 
traditional sweetmeats . . . Zimmetsterne 
or Springerle, that she had made Christ-
mas after Christmas through the years. 
But it was not the music which had 
brought old Marthe to the study, though 
her wrinkled face relaxed for a moment 
in a smile. Clearly old Marthe was wor-
ried. Or was she merely annoyed? Look-
ing at her in the firelight, Father Joseph 
could not clearly decide. 
"Well?" he queried. 
"I told her you could do no such thing 
tonight." 
Old Marthe closed her lips firmly, as 
much as to say: "That's that." 
"Told whom? Could not do what?" 
"Frau Muller from up the mountain 
way ... and you should see the snow she 
tracked into my kitchen. Some wood-
cutter's wife ... Tjaden, I think she said 
the name was ... has just given birth to 
a baby, a sickly mite that may not live an 
hour ... and they want you, Biibchen, to 
christen it. And I told her you could do 
no such thing tonight . . . you to go track-
ing up the mountain through the snow, 
and you with the midnight mass to sing 
this Christmas Eve.'' 
The young priest was on his feet. 
"You had no right, Marthe. Always 
you must tell me when these calls come. 
And Frau Muller, did you send her away?" 
On old Marthe's face, annoyance gave 
way to quick concern. Biibchen, her laddie, 
must not put this added strain on himself 
tonight. 
"No. She is still in the kitchen thawing 
out for the return trip. I gave her a hot 
drink." 
"Tell her that I will go. Hurry, Marthe. 
See that she does not return without me." 
Father Joseph sighed . . . and in that 
sigh comfort made a fleeting fight with 
duty and lost out. He must dress warmly. 
He must lose no time. Ah! There were his 
sheepskin leggings. 
* * * Once on the way with Frau Muller, the 
priest felt with relief that the breeze which 
had been blowing briskly from the north-
west had dropped, and with the calm, an 
enveloping softness seemed to fill the 
atmosphere. The snow into which his feet 
sank felt light as cotton wool. Its surface 
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no longer had a crust upon it. As they 
left the main road, the old woman kept 
four or five feet ahead of him to break a 
short-cut trail up the hill. Their feet sank 
into the snow so quietly without the ac-
customed crunch that the priest was again 
impressed by the stillness of it all. On 
either side the evergreens rose, silhouetted 
like black cut-outs against the light of the 
clear star-dotted sky. Now and then a 
great fir-needled branch, weighted down 
by the snow, hung across the path. 
"Watch out, Father," Frau Muller 
would warn, as she held the branch aside 
for the priest to pass, and then let it swish 
back into place, dusting them both with 
a cloud of soft snow-flakes. 
"What a still night this is!" Father 
Joseph thought to himself. "What a silent 
night!" He looked up at the stretch of sky 
visible above the tree tops. One star, 
brighter than the rest, twinkled down at 
him. He wondered which one it was. He 
wished he knew more about the stars. In 
one of the psalms, he recalled, the little 
stars sang together. They sang in their 
courses. Well, they were not singing to-
night, Christmas Eve though it was. They 
stayed oddly silent. 
"The night is so still ... so still ... " 
A full hour's climb brought them to the 
woodcutter's cottage in a clearing to the 
right of the trail. It was a small hut, but it 
looked snug with its sloping chalet roof 
blanketed in the thick, soft snow. A dim 
light came through the windows on both 
sides of the stout central door. The cot-
tage formed a compact little unit, dark 
against the surrounding whiteness. It re-
minded the priest of something associated 
with his childhood. The cuckoo clock that 
hung in his bedroom? Certainly the 
pointed roof had the same look ... No ... 
not the cuckoo clock. It was the little 
stable with its small logs glued together 
which had formed the central background 
for the creche, die Krippe, which he and 
his mother set up each Christmastide. The 
stable always felt sticky when they took 
it from its box. Then they would unwrap 
the small, painted, plaster figures, the good 
St. Joseph, the shepherds, (the one that 
carried the crook had his left arm broken), 
the Mother and the Infant Jesus in His 
little crib. Then there were the animals, 
and of course the Wise Men ... although 
they stayed in their wrappings until Epi-
phany time. 
This remembrance of his boyhood 
creche grew even more distinct when the 
central door opened inward. The priest 
brushed the snow from his boots and 
leggings and entered the cottage. He saw 
before him the Nativity tableau come to 
life. They had moved the young mother, 
cot and all, into the main room so that 
she might benefit from the warmth of the 
great fire of logs which blazed on the 
stone hearth. They had propped her up 
on pillows now, and placed around her 
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head and shoulders a soft woollen 
blanket. 
"Blue," the priest said to himself as he 
noted it. "Blue, as Our Lady's robe." 
She is so young, poor thing, and this 
is her firstborn, the priest thought. Then 
he looked down at the baby which was 
cuddled against his mother's shoulder. 
The child was pale, but breathed easily . 
Tjadens, the young woodcutter left his 
place by the cot and came toward him. 
"It was good of you to come, Father," 
he said. "The choking is now over. We 
hope he may live. Do you think he will 
live, Father?" 
"He will live if it be God's will, my 
son." 
The mother wanted the baby to be 
called Karl after her young husband, and 
so as "Karl" the priest duly christened 
the tiny man-child in nomine Patris, Filii, 
et Sancti Spiritus. 
After giving each of them his blessing, 
Father Joseph stepped out once more 
into the night, and experienced again the 
sense of the unusual stillness of the atmos-
phere. He turned at the edge of the clear-
ing. The glow from the cottage windows 
lighted bright patches on the snow. It was 
as if he saw again through the now closed 
door, and in his mind that homely scene 
took on an even stronger resemblance to 
that other scene eighteen hundred and 
more years ago in Bethlehem of Judea in 
the days of Herod the king. 
Yes, he thought. Even the animals are 
here in that covered lean-to at the right 
of the cottage ... the oxen and the sheep 
huddled together like the dumb witnesses 
of that other Nativity. 
The strange quietness of it all enveloped 
him with a sense of peace, and in his mind 
stayed the picture of the young mother 
with the blue blanket around her and the 
newborn babe cuddled in her arms. 
"The night is silent," he murmured to 
himself, and then added: "The night is 
holy." 
As he trudged down the hillside, those 
phrases kept singing in his mind. 
Back in the welcoming warmth of his 
study, the priest found that he kept recal-
ling with increasing vividness the scene in 
the woodcutter's cottage, and as he re-
laxed in his worn red chair, the two words, 
"silent" and "holy" kept repeating them-
selves in his head. 
The music box was still where he had 
left it. Old Marthe had not returned it to 
its accustomed place. Marthe, as he well 
knew, was too busy tonight even for her 
much-loved tidying. If the smells that 
came from the kitchen were truthful am-
bassadors, she would have a fine hot meal 
for him once the midnight Mass was over. 
He got up and closed down the music box • 
lid. No. He wouldn't wind it again. He 
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was not in the mood now for its beloved 
tinklings. It was as if he felt another 
melody already singing inside his head. 
"The night was so still," he mused. 
"Still ... radiant ... and sacred." Then it 
came to him ... a line that just seemed to 
sing itself into his consciousness. It had 
rhythm and beauty. He would write it 
down while he still remembered it. 
He pulled out the leaf of his stout old 
desk, and straightened the pad over the 
ink-stained red baize which lined its inner 
side. He jotted down the words he had 
just mumbled. Then other words came 
and still others. It was as if he were but 
the instrument, but the hand that wrote 
at the behest of some urgent, mystic power. 
He was thinking now of the pale young 
mother in the blue blanket, and then of 
that other Mother, and that other Christ-
mas Eve, and his quill pen moved on ... 
He rested a moment, as he dusted some 
sand over the wet ink. Then he began 
another verse. The young priest thought 
of the amazement of the shepherds who 
had been onlookers ... who had seen that 
holy tableau in the manger ... just as he 
had been an onlooker at the woodcutter's 
mountain home. 
· The brightness of the star-lit night 
stayed in his mind. He thought that the 
big star which had twinkled at him over 
the tree tops must have resembled in its 
way that other dazzling star which had 
led the shepherds, and later the Wise Men 
from the East. He picked up his pen and 
wrote on. It seemed as if he watched, as 
he wrote, the three great rulers in their 
rich raiment presenting their gifts and 
homage to the baby King. 
With the final word of this verse, his 
pen s.topped. Suddenly as it had come, the 
urge to write left him. He sighed. For a 
moment he felt strangely tired. It was as 
if virtue had gone out of him. Then the 
old warmth and feeling of well-being 
returned, and with the sheet of paper in 
his hand he moved from the desk to his 
old red chair. 
Slowly he read over and over again to 
himself what he had written. How odd 
that he had so suddenly caught in verse 
the emotions that had welled up in him 
at that mountain home, and at the same 
time blended them with the retelling of 
the Christmas story! 
The narrow hallway outside his study 
was all commotion. Someone with snowy 
boots had encountered old Marthe in the 
passage way and had been sent to the 
porch to stamp the snow off. Father 
Joseph could hear through the closed door 
the bantering tone of the old woman's 
voice, and judged his caller to be an inti-
mate of the house. He judged correctly. 
Into the study came his old crony, Franz 
Gruber, the musician, organist, and choir-
master of the parish church, with a look 
on his face so full of worry that the young 
priest's own brow clouded up too in 
sympathetic concern. 
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At left above is a small remembrance chapel at Oberndor/, near Salzburg. Two windows in the chapel are in memory of Franz Gruber and Rev. 
Joseph Mohr who wrote the music and words of the carol Silent Night. At right is the tombstone and entrance of the house in Hallein, near Salzburg, 
where Franz Gruber died. 
Quickly he went toward his vtsttor. 
"Why, what ails you, me in Freund? You 
look as if all your friends had suddenly 
passed away.'' 
"Well, they haven't, Joseph ... but it's 
almost as bad. The organ in the church 
has broken down. I can get no sound out 
of her but a rush of wind and a wheeze 
like a sick cow. What am I to do? There's 
the midnight Mass tonight, and above all, 
the children's service tomorrow." 
A wave of relief came over the priest. 
He felt glad that there was nothing more 
serious to contend with than a broken 
organ. Yet he knew something of the dis-
appointment that his friend Franz must 
feel. It did not matter so much tonight. 
Old Krans could play his viol and lead 
the congregation, but the children's 
service tomorrow ... The priest knew how 
faithfully and well his friend had trained 
the youngsters in a special anthem he had 
composed, which fairly needed the organ 
to give body and warmth to the clear but 
thin young voices. Why, folk were coming 
from Arnsdorf and other villages around 
merely to hear the ·children sing it. 
"We'll have to drop my anthem," 
Franz Gruber lamented. "If only I could 
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get my hands on some simple little song 
which the children could learn quickly 
after hearing it played over for them a 
couple of times or more on the fiddle ... " 
"Why I ... " The priest began and then 
stopped short. He had been brought up 
to believe in miracles, but in ones that 
happened to other people. Never before 
had the like ever happened to him. 
That the very song which Franz now 
needed had somehow got itself written 
down on paper within this very hour ... 
using him, the parish priest of Oberndorf 
in the Austrian Tyrol, as the instrument 
for its inscribing ... was ... well, a minor 
miracle at least. He would tell Franz. 
"As it happens, I have the song you 
need ... the words, mind you ... not the 
music ... that's your province." 
He placed the paper in his friend's 
hands, the paper bearing the words which 
had come to him with such mystic ease. 
Franz Gruber blinked, and then he read 
a verse aloud, slowly at first, and then in 
perfect rhythm. 
"Why, this song, my dear Joseph .. 
why, this song sings itself!" 
The priest looked up at him with an 
odd glance. 
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"Is that so, mein hester? Well, let me 
tell you. It wrote itself, too!" 
It was just as well for Franz Gruber 
that night that the wheezy organ stayed 
silent. He had music in his mind quite 
apart from the solemn chants of the 
service. As he knelt in the church, the 
words of his friend Joseph's song kept 
singing themselves in his head. In the 
light of the flickering tapers, he saw his 
townsfolk kneeling around him, but above 
their familiar responses, another melody 
seemed to soar ... an eerie descant heard 
only by himself. Could he capture and 
retain it? It was tantalizing, this theme 
that came clearly, and yet faded in his 
mind. He was eager to get home and 
strike the notes out on his spinet, and 
get them safely down on paper. 
And it was there, at the spinet, that the 
priest found his friend Franz on Christ-
mas morning tapping out the melody to 
fit the words. 
Would it fit the words? Father Joseph 
had no doubt of his friend's musician-
ship . . . still ? 
"Listen, Joseph, listen! Here is your 
song!" 
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At left above is the window in memory of Franz Gruber. The window at right is in memory of Rev. Joseph Mohr, and they are in the 
chapel shown on the page opposite. The Christmas carol "Silent Night" was sung for the first time in the church of Oberndorf 
Franz stood up, all excitement, his 
right hand still on the yellowing ivory 
keys. With one confident finger he struck 
out the tune. 
"Listen. I will play it again slowly, and 
then we shall sing the words together ... 
you Joseph in your tenor, and I in my 
deep bass.'' 
With both hands on the keys now, 
Franz gave the strain a new fullness. A 
smile lit up the priest's face as he listened. 
It was as he had hoped. A miracle had 
supplied the melody, too. Then they sang. 
Falteringly at first, but with growing 
confidence, the two friends who had so 
often sung together, sang now for the 
first time the song that had come to them 
both. 
It was agreed that Franz would do 
what he could to rehearse the carol with 
the children and that later he would come 
to his friend's study, so that there with 
guitar accompaniment the two could go 
over the song again, and that following 
the sermon in the church, they would sing 
to the assembled congregation the little 
hymn which had somehow reached them 
through the stillness of the Christmas Eve. 
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As Father Joseph entered the church 
to prepare for the service, some of the 
younger children were already there. He 
watched them as by twos and threes they 
knelt at the creche, adding a candle now 
and then to the myriad of lights which 
illumined the tableau. The children loved 
the figures of the Christmas story, and it 
was not in his heart to chide, when 
occasionally a tiny hand would reach over 
the rail to touch a woolly lamb or feel 
the points of the horns of the oxen by 
the stall. 
Up in the choir loft, Franz Gruber was 
having his hands full with the 1ast prac-
tice. Could his youthful choir learn the 
new carol in time? He felt that they liked 
the melody, and that the repetition of the 
words in the song appealed to them. If 
only he had time to run through it with 
them once more, but he knew that already 
people were on their way to the church. 
This was the children's very own service, 
and Father Joseph, who had stayed young 
in heart, felt an almost childlike adoration 
as he entered the sacristy. Of course there 
were few in all Oberndorf who had not 
come to the church that night, but it was 
to the children of his flock primarily that 
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the young priest chose to speak. He found 
himself telling them of what had happened 
the night before ... of his climb through 
the still whiteness of the mountain trail, 
over the first great hill and well up the 
next, to the woodcutter's cottage . . . of 
the scene as the door opened inward ... 
the young mother on her cot of pine logs 
with the blue blanket wrapped around her 
head and shoulders, and the little baby 
boy in her arms. His words came slowly 
and simply. It had reminded him, he said, 
of that other birth on that other Christ-
mas Eve. And as he thought of that 
Mother and Child centuries ago, the 
words of a song which told the holy story 
had come to him through the stillness of 
the evening. He had written them down, 
he told them, and Herr Gruber had com-
posed for them a fitting melody. 
"And now, Herr Gruber and I will sing 
this song to you, and then, I hope ... " 
he caught himself smiling ... " and then, 
I hope, the children in the choir loft will 
echo it." 
A wave of suppressed excitement filled 
the church. What could this song be like? 
Such a thing had never happened at a 
service. True, Herr Gruber had composed 
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throughout the Canadian newsprint industry and the highest 
woods wages in Eastern Canada; 
e maintains the mill town of Grand Falls (population 6,700) has 
a shipping port at Botwood, and four woods divisional head-
quarters, at Millertown, Badger, Bishop's Falls and Terra 
Nova. 
ANGLO-NEWFOUNDLAND DEVELOPMENT COMPANY LIMITED 
NEWFOUNDLAND CANADA 
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an-anthem now and then, but that the 
young pastor should have written a song 
... which he had never done before ... 
and have music set to it, all in the same 
night! What would it be like? 
Father Joseph came down from the 
pulpit and stood beside it. His friend 
joined him there, and together they sang 
in happy harmony their song of the first 
Christmas. 
Silent Night I Holy Night I 
All is calm, all is bright; 
Round yon Virgin Mother and Child, 
Holy Infant, so tender and mild, 
Sleep in heavenly peace. 
Sleep in heavenly peace. 
The singers paused for a moment after 
the first verse. There was no sound in the 
church, but they could feel from their 
listeners a tenseness as of pent-up emo-
tion, and then ... 
Silent Night I Holy Night I 
Shepherds quake at the sight,· 
Glories stream from Heaven afar, 
Heavenly hosts sing Alleluia! 
Christ the Saviour is born. 
Christ the Saviour is born. 
Their voices had gained a new confi-
dence now, and they sang on . . . 
Silent Night! Holy Night! 
Son of God, love's pure light,· 
Radiant beams from Thy holy face 
With the dawn of redeeming grace. 
Jesus, Lord at Thy birth. 
Jesus, Lord at Thy birth. 
The singers paused again before the 
last verse. This time, a sigh or something 
like a sigh seemed to come to them from 
their hearers. It was as if it conveyed to 
them at one and the same time, feelings 
of relief and of vast contentment, even 
of joy. 
Silent Night! Holy Night! 
Guiding Star, lend thy light,· 
See the Eastern Wise Men bring 
Gifts and homage to our King 
Jesus, the Saviour, is born. 
Jesus, the Saviour, is born. 
And now it was the children's turn. 
From where he was standing, Franz 
Gruber lifted up his hands to conduct 
them, while the young priest took his 
place near the altar. Were the children 
ready? Would they remember either tune 
or words? Father Joseph was not long 
in doubt. 
Silent Night I Holy Night I 
All is calm, all is bright . .. 
As the clear sexless voices floated to 
him, the young priest felt his eyes filling 
with a mist of tears. 
"Perhaps," he said to himself as he 
listened, "perhaps under the arches of 
Heaven the Cherubim and the Seraphim 
are singing today more sweetly than my 
little ones here in Oberndorf . . . but I 
doubt it. Yes ... "-and he smiled as he 
blinked back his tears - "I really doubt 
it!" 
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29. Alfred Sisley - Cote d' Angle terre 
ART REPRODUCTIONS 
LITHOGRAPHED IN FULL COLOUR 
On heavy high quality paper for framing 
Each picture 18 x 22 inches 
$2.00 each post paid 
the following favourite pictures of 
THE BEAVERBROOK ART GALLERY 
Thomas Gainsborough, R.A. . Peasant Girl Gathering Faggots 
Alfred Sisley . . . Cote d' Angleterre 
Graham Sutherland Study of Sir Winston Churchill's Head 
Christopher Wood . Window, St. lves, Cornwall 
Framed, with glass, in two-inch gilt, white oak frame 
$10.00 each post paid 
Retail orders invited 
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J. Philip Dumaresq 
and Associates 
Architects, Engineers and 
Planners 
89 COLLEGE STREET 
HALIFAX, NOV A SCOTIA 
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HILL NORMAN & BEARD 
LONDON, ENGLAND 
By Appointment to 
H.M. Queen ELzabeth II 
ORGAN BUILDERS 
Tunings, Repairs, Mechanical & 
Tonal Rebu;lds, New Organs 
L. J. MAYCOCK 
478, Lancaster Avenue, 
Lancaster, N.B. Phone OX 4-6172 
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TESTING THE COWS Transcribed by Ken Peacock 
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SONGS FOR CHRISTMAS 
Some Traditional Melodies of the Holiday Season in the Maritimes 
Y ou MAY MENTION almost any sub-ject and we in the Maritime Prov-inces can provide a song about it. 
The Christmas season is no exception 
and, although there are not many, they 
come in a variety of forms. Take "Santa 
Claw" songs, for instance, which most 
people have never heard about. You will 
find them away down on Nova Scotia's 
south-western shore, and this is how they 
originated. 
Cape Sable Island lies about a mile off 
the coast from Barrington and is referred 
to locally as Cape Island, to distinguish 
it from the better known Sable Island. 
Today a causeway connects it with the 
mainland, but until a few years ago it 
could be reached only by boat. Tides and 
currents were strong and the crossing 
was often rough. The inhabitants, there-
fore, were fairly isolated, which meant 
that they had to fall upon their own re-
sources for entertainment. As in any com-
munity, each year brought events that 
were of interest to everybody. About 1917 
Mr. Norman Cunningham, who had a 
flair for making verses, decided to com-
pose a song about the much-disputed 
visit of the inspector of cattle. Many 
by HELEN CREIGHTON 
people had objected to having their cows 
tested for tuberculosis, and for a while 
feeling on the subject ran high. When 
Christmas came, a group of singers went 
about from house to house and sang the 
new song of the year. They dressed in old 
clothes, wore disguises, and looked for 
treats, much as people in other places do 
at Hallowe'en. The Christmas song, a 
well-guarded secret until then, was anti-
cipated gleefully, and because it was intro-
duced at the time when Santa Claus was 
due, it became known locally as a Santa 
Claw song. Below is one of the verses. 
The cow in the last verse, the oldest 
the veterinarian had seen, was eighteen 
years of age, which he said would be 
equal to ninety-four years of age in a 
person. The Hawk is the name of a settle-
ment on the island. 
In Halifax for many years Miss Norma 
Smith played a prominent part in com-
munity life as artist and teacher. She told 
me of a song that had been part of their 
Christmas celebration for as long as she 
could remember. It was her "Grandpa 
Saunders" version of the carol "The Joys 
TESTING THE COWS 
They went to Wallace's to test his old cow, 
She was ninety-four years of age; 
He broke all his needles before he broke skin 
And he flew in a terrible rage; 
He said: "I can see your cow has T.B." 
And Cy gave some terrible groans, 
But the veterinary said: "Wallace, don't worry, 
T.B. only means tough bones." 
Chorus 
They're coming to test your cows, boys, 
They're coming to test the stock; 
They started in testing at North East Point 
And they'll finish at The Hawk. 
They're coming to test your cows, boys, 
And if your old cow hain't too lank, 
Or isn't too bony to make good baloney 
She' II surely go to the tank. 
THE JOYS OF MARY 
The first great joy that Mary had, it was the joy of one 
To know her own Son Jesus was God's only son, 
Was God's only Son, good man, and blessed may he be, 
Father, Son and Holy Ghost to all eternity. 
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of Mary". Unlike the Santa Claw songs 
of Cape Island, which were introduced 
at Christmas and subsequently might be 
sung at any time, this carol was reserved 
for Christmas day alone, and no amount 
of coaxing would induce him to sing it 
at any other time. Grandpa Saunders was 
born in 1833 and lived at Hoddesden, 
Hertfordshire, where as a tiny boy he 
heard the Waits singing it. Miss Smith did 
not pretend to be a singer, nor could she 
bring in what she called his demi-semi-
quavers at the end, but the old man must 
have given a fine rendition, for this song 
always brought Christmas back to her 
more vividly than any tree or gift. In this 
carol each verse is a joy of the Virgin 
Mary. At left below is one verse of the 
Grandpa Saunders carol. 
It was a simple and pleasant task to 
record this from Miss Smith, for she had 
offered it freely and was glad to share 
with others something that she treasured 
herself. This same song is in the Negro 
repertoire, but retrieving it from that 
source was something of an adventure. 
Until the year 1942 I had to take music 
down as best I could and when I got my 
first recording equipment it was clumsy 
and difficult to use. Now everything except 
tapes comes in one compact box. At that 
time I carried huge boxes of blank discs, 
a tripod to hold the microphone, a sap-
phire needle that had to be inserted with 
great care, and two heavy batteries and a 
converter for making electricity. Today 
most places are electrified, but that was 
not so then. We have a Negro community 
not far from my home in Dartmouth and 
I had paid several visits to an old man 
who was blind and deaf. His housekeeper 
looked after him and, as long as the two 
of them were alone, everything went very 
well. I had taken down the words of a 
number of his songs and had found it an 
affecting experience, for when the old rnan 
sang of the miseries of his people in 
slavery days, the tears would stream down 
his face. Fishermen will do the same thing 
when singing of children lost in the woods. 
The older generation will sing songs 
for the sheer love of it and the more you 
record, the prouder and happier they are. 
The younger generation, both coloured 
and white, have become money-conscious 
in this radio age, and sometimes think the 
collector is going to make a lot of money 
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IN SASKATCHEWAN: ROADS LEAD THE WAY TO NEW OIL PROSPERITY 
Since 1955 the number of oil wells ca-
pable of production in Saskatchewan 
has nearly tripled. In that time oil has 
risen to become the fastest growing in-
dustry in the province and a rna j or 
source of prosperity. 
Roads have played a key part in this 
development. For all of the heavy equip-
ment needed to erect a drill rig, keep it 
supplied and operating must be trucked 
in over provincial and direct access 
roads. And not only equipment, but 
tons of crude oil must also be trans-
ported by road from each of the small 
storage tanks to the larger storage 
depots. 
Without roads, Saskatchewan's oil in-
dustry could not exist. Nor could other 
vital industries throughout all of 
Canada. Mining, agriculture, manufac-
turing, shipping and tourist trade, for 
example-all depend on road transpor-
tation. And, in the same sense, so does 
the economic welfare of everyone. 
Wherever you see Caterpillar rnachines working on your roads 
you can be sure your province is getting its money's worth. 
A. PICKARD MACHINERY LTD. 
CHARLOTTETOWN, PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
TRACTORS & EQUIPMENT LTD. 
FREDERICTON, NEW BRUNSWICK 
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For this reason-to serve her expand-
ing industrial and natural resources -
there is no better investment in the 
future of Canada than more and better 
roads. Their initial cost will pay divi-
dends in an even greater Canada. 
CATERPILLAR 
Caterpillar and Cat are Registered Trademarks of Caterpillar Tractor Co. 
Diesel Engines • Tractors • Motor 
Graders • Earthmoving Equipment 
out of the old people's songs. I had been 
all through this with the daughter of this 
house and felt I had convinced her that 
there are people who do things because 
the work itself appeals to them. 
I arrived at their house one day and 
found the old man and his housekeeper 
and daughter sitting in the doorway 
enjoying the lovely summer sun. It was 
a fairly simple matter to set my equipment 
up outside and, since their house was on 
a private driveway, there was little chance 
of interruption. I had a feeling that I 
should record his best songs first, so I 
began with their variant of what they call 
"The Blessings of Mary". There are twelve 
blessings, and each is a verse. We had 
reached the eighth blessing and my eyes 
were dancing with joy when we heard the 
sound of approaching wagon wheels. The 
daughter then began to talk, and the 
microphone picked up everything she said. 
"Papa's sung long enough. Papa's getting 
tired . . . " and so she ran on. There was 
nothing to do but stop. A son I had never 
met before drew up and jumped from his 
carriage. He said the singing was bad for 
his father and I must go. He meant it too, 
but the reason was not consideration for 
his poor old father, who was thoroughly 
enjoying himself. A party had evidently 
been planned and my friends and I were 
in the way. There are times when one 
doesn't argue. I packed up in jig time and 
could never bring myself to go back. 
However, I have the tune on a Library of 
Congress disc, and here are a few of the 
words. You will see how an old English 
carol has been adapted in such a clever 
way that it would seem to be one of their 
own folk songs. Here are a few verses. 
THE BLESSINGS OF MARY 
The very next blessing Sister Mary had 
She had the blessing of two 
To think of her Son Jesus 
Could read the Bible through, 
Could read the Bible through, 
Could read the Bible through, 
I believe He could read the Bible through, 
Could read the Bible through. 
The very next blessing Sister Mary had 
She had the blessing of three, 
To think on her Son Jesus 
Could set poor sinners free, etc. 
The very next blessing Sister Mary had 
She had the blessing of four 
To think on her Son Jesus 
Could turn the rich to poor, etc. 
The very next blessing Sister Mary had 
She had the blessing of five 
To think on her Son Jesus 
Could turn the dead to live, etc. 
The most beautiful song pertaining to 
the holy birth came also from a Negro. 
Again I was recording on disc and he 
suddenly began to sing. You can keep a 
tape recorder running in readiness for such -
an emergency and if you lose a few revolu-
tions it doesn't matter very much, but 
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... the best tea you ever tasted ! 
BLAKE NY'S 
Supply a complete building material 
service to the contractor and builder 
READY-MIX CONCRETE 
CONCRETE BLOCKS 
SEWER PIPE DRAIN TILE 
ROOFING • SIDING 
WALLBOARD, ETC. 
Plants in Moncton and Fredericton 
CRETE PRODUC 
EVERYTHING for the CONTRACTOR 
FORT CUMBERLAND 
HOTEL 
* The Centre of the Maritimes 
* 78 Rooms with Private Bath 
* Excellent Convention Facilities 
* Meals at Moderate Prices 
* Free Parking 
AMHERST, NOV A SCOTIA 
PHONE 3346 
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CANADIAN-BRITISH 
ENGINEERING 
CONSULTANTS 
Water Supply and Treatment 
Sewerage and Sewage Disposal 
Highways 
Town and Regional Planning 
RIVERS & HARBOUR WORKS 
HYDRO & THERMAL POWER PROJECTS 
HALIFAX, 513 Barrington St. 
OTTAWA, 46 Elgin St. 
TORONTO, 1662 Avenue Road 
TURNBULL & SCOTT LTD. 
CONSULTING 
PROFESSIONAL ENGINEERS 
Harbour and Marine Works 
Water Supply and Sewerage Disposa I 
Industrial Plants 
Reports, Design and Supervision of 
Construction 
105 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET 
SAINT JOHN, NEW BRUNSWICK 
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THE CHERRY TREE CAROL 
Sung by William Riley 
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you can't waste space on a disc. To stop 
an old man and have him start his song 
all over again might mean that he would 
lose his train of thought. I lost the first 
bar or two, but fortunately he repeated 
it for me later on. This was his version 
of the lovely Cherry Tree Carol. Until 
then I had taken down only one verse of 
this song, and that from Mrs. Annie 
Wallace of Halifax. Here Joseph questions 
Mary about the paternity of her child, and 
the child yet unborn causes the cherry tree 
to bow down so that Mary can gather for 
herself the cherries that Joseph had re-
fused to pick for her. The song in its 
entirety has been published in my Tradi-
tional Songs From Nova Scotia, from the 
singing of Mr. William Riley, who comes 
appropriately from Cherry Brook. 
One of my happiest musical experiences 
is hearing this beautiful carol sung by our 
Canadian singer Joyce Sullivan. 
In oral tradition at Earltown and Scots-
burn there is a pretty lullaby that might 
well be sung at Christmas. It was sung by 
Mrs. Rod McKay at the age of eighty-
. 
nine. 
Hush my dear, lie still and slumber, 
Holy angels guard thy bed, 
Heavenly blessings without number 
Gently falling on thy head. 
How much better thou'rt attended 
Than the Son of God could be, 
When from heaven He descended 
And became a child like thee. 
Soft and easy is thy cradle, 
Coarse and hard the Saviour lay, 
For His birthplace was a stable 
And His softest bed was hay. 
A story appeared in The Atlantic Advo-
cate in December 1957 called "The Belle-
fontaine Club", written by Mr. J. J. F. 
Winslow, Q.C. It told how a friend had 
gone from Fredericton to Halifax in the 
1860's and had got into conversation with 
a farmer named Bellefontaine at the open 
market there. Bellefontaine mentioned the 
various products brought in from the 
Chezzetcook area, and the combination 
of the village's unusual name and its 
variety of stock so intrigued him that he 
recounted them all for his Fredericton 
friends. The result was a poem written by 
Mr. Fred Bliss and Mr. Bliss Carman, 
and the poem became a song when the 
organist of Christ Church Cathedral set 
a tune to it. The words have nothing to 
do with Christmas, but the song, which 
spread later to the Halifax area and has 
been in oral tradition here for more than 
fifty years, so delighted the Winslows 
that it was always sung at every family 
Christmas party from the time they first 
heard it. In his story Mr. Winslow said 
that he would be glad to sing it for any-
body who would like to record it, so I 
went to Fredericton and did just that. 
There on the tape is his story of how the 
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song telling about the products of Chez-
zetcook became part of a Fredericton 
celebration, and any listener to the tape 
can tell that it has given great enjoyment 
to this interesting family. 
The song underwent a slight change in 
its transmission to Nova Scotia, but re-
markably little considering that it was 
spread here orally. Here it is as sung by 
Mr. Grace Clergy from Petpeswick, the 
fishing village adjoining Chezzetcook. You 
can imagine a whole family making merry 
with these words. It has also been well 
sung by Diane Oxner on a commercial 
recording. 
In the early nineteen-thirties, long before 
the era of the tape-recorder, I went to Cape 
Breton with Miss Doreen Senior, who at 
that time was noting down the music of 
songs I collected. At Birch Plains we met 
Mr. Malcolm Angus McLeod, who in the 
intervening years has become known as 
one of Cape Breton's best Gaelic singers. 
From him, and from the veteran singer 
Mr. D. B. MacLeod of Breton Cove, we 
reaped quite a harvest, including a Christ-
mas Song which he and Mr. Norman 
McAskill had composed. In the usual 
custom of songs with a local story, it was 
sung to a familiar tune, in this case Ho Ro 
My Nut Brown Maiden. It may surprise 
you to find one verse in English, but that 
is not unusual in Gaelic songs from Cape 
Breton. 
Rev. J.D. N. MacDonald of Woodlawn 
says that the words in Gaelic mean: "At 
this time of year Santa Claus is generous. 
Men are under a fever going to the tree 
making a good time for the children after 
the custom of the place with fun and 
music and laughter on every side. The 
ones who ought to be thankful are the 
people of French River. Donald, the 
teacher, was at their head keeping up the 
custom and telling that the children were 
so faithful at reading, writing and all 
other things. Although you people know 
by this time that I am not much of a bard, 
we are wishing for you now a happy 
New Year." 
THE CHERRY TREE CAROL 
Then Joseph took Mary upon his right knee 
Saying, "Mary won't you tell me when the birth day shall be," 
Saying, "Mary won't you tell me when the birth day shall be?" 
"The birth day shall be on that old Christmas night 
When the angels in the glory rejoice at the sight, 
When the angels in the glory rejoice at the sight." 
Oh Mary walked in the garden just like a little child, 
Saying, "Give me some cherries for I am beguiled," 
Saying, "Give me some cherries for I am beguiled." 
Joseph said to Mary, "I give thee no cherries, 
Let the man give you cherries who did you beguile, 
Let the man give you cherries who did you beguile." 
Then the tree spoke unto her and it began to bow, 
Saying, "Mary gather cherries from the uttermost limb," 
Saying, "Mary gather cherries from the uttermost limb." 
THE CHEZZETCOOK SONG 
My name is Billy Fountaine, Fountaine, Fountaine, 
I am a little Frenchman, from Chezzetcook I came, 
'Twas in the month of June when the gully it was in bloom, 
They would sing this little tune: do you want to buy the clam? 
Do you want to buy the mitt, the sock, the frock, 
The juniper post, the forty-foot ladder, the mussel and the clam? 
The foxberry, the gooseberry, the huckleberry, the cranberry, 
The smelt, the pelt, the forty-foot ladder, the thousands of brick in the sand? 
CHRISTMAS SONG 
Mu'n am so dhe na bhliadhna 
Tha "Santa Claus" cho fialaidh, 
Is' doinne s'iadfo fhiabhas 
A g 'iarridh cho na craobh. 
Bhi deanabh "time" do phaisdean, 
Na chleacheadh anns n'aite, 
Bi chuiche, us ceo/ gaire 
Ri f 'haicean air gach taobh. 
Se bu choir bhi taingeal 
Luchd sgoil na h'aimne Frangeach 
Domhnul s' e na cheaun oirred 
Cumail suas a chlu. 
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Bha Donuil dhuibse a' ginnse 
Gu ro a chlann cho dileas 
Air, leubhadh agus sgriobeadh 
Sa huille ni air tus. 
When Don Fraser is the fireman 
The heat it would surprise you, 
R. J. says he is frying, 
He sits down near the stove. 
Is Aithne dhuibh a chairdean 
Nach eil sinn math air bardachd, 
Cead sairridh dhuibh an drasda 
Agus Bliadhna mhath ur. 
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J. A. S. EVANS 
THE 
PORTLAND 
VASE 
T HE PORTLAND VASE lived on the organ in the front parlour, and when I was a child, the front 
parlour was a sacrosanct place. Mother 
and grandmother would take the 
minister into it when he made his calls, 
and the minister, who was an Edin-
burgh man, would Hft his coat-tails 
and sit ponderously on the horse-hair 
sofa, while I crept into a chair in the 
corner and waited to be catechized. 
The minister's eyes would sweep the 
room, sternly appreciative, and when 
they lit on the Portland vase, he broke 
into something approaching a smile. 
"What a lovely vase that is! Is it 
Wedgwood ?" 
"Yes, I brought it over from home," 
grandmother would say, with a curious 
note in her voice. 
"Home" was Ireland, where grand-
mother had been a gay young thing in 
her youth, people said, although the 
grandmother I knew was a grey-
haired old lady, with a twinkle in her 
eye, and a back as straight as a ruler. 
Her family were landed gentry, none 
the less proud because their pedigree 
was really not so very long. Grand-
father was a footman, with a handsome 
face and powerful body, who used to 
drive grandmother to take music 
lessons once a week, and to church 
sometimes on Sundays. 
It was natural enough that they fell 
in love, but it might have ended there, 
with neither of them screwing up 
enough courage to tell the other how 
they felt, had not the carriage over-
turned in the ditch one day, and pinned 
grandmother under it. Grandfather, 
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who was a powerful man, succeeded in 
lifting the carriage enough to free her, 
and carried her back gently to the 
house. But her family lost no time in 
making it clear that a handsome face 
and strong muscles did not make 
grandfather good enough for their 
daughter. 
They dismissed grandfather, who 
went to Dublin, and they sent grand-
mother away to school. And three 
months later they were married. 
Grandmother's family had hardly 
finished congratulating themselves on 
their success in breaking up their 
daughter's unfortunate attachment 
when they heard of it. Her father sent 
her passage money to Canada for a 
wedding-present, and refused to talk 
about the matter any further. But her 
mother came to say good-bye, and she 
brought a Wedgwood copy of the 
Portland vase with her. 
"It will be nice in your home," she 
said. "Wherever that is." 
Three months later grandmother 
reached Halifax with her Portland vase, 
and then came the journey inland to 
the lot of land grandfather cleared, 
where the Portland vase eventually 
came to rest on the parlour organ. 
The years passed, and the Portland 
vase acquired a certain aura of 
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mystery. It stood first in the log cabin 
where grandfather and grandmother 
set up their first home, grandmother, a 
young bride of seventeen, and grand-
father a heavy-set man of twenty-
seven. It looked on with classical, 
aristocratic calm while grandmother 
bore thirteen children and lost seven 
of them. When grandfather built the 
large stone house to replace the log 
cabin, the Portland vase was moved 
into the front parlour. Sometimes 
grandmother would take us in and 
show us the vase, and tell us how it 
was an exact copy of the famous glass 
vase which was found in the tomb of 
the Roman emperor Alexander Sev-
erus, and how it was made in the fam-
ous shops of Josiah Wedgwood. 
"There are beautiful things made 
over in the Old Country," she said, 
once. 
"Do you wish you could go back, 
grandmother?" I asked her. 
"Oh, I've been away for so long," 
said grandmother. "I'm too old to 
think of going back now." 
My two young brothers and myself 
were the children of grandmother's 
youngest boy. Father took over the 
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SETS A NEW HIGH 
STANDARD IN SMOKING 
SATISFACTION 
... new, improved filter 
... extra-fine tobaccos 
... delightful mildness 
JENKINS 
TURKEY NOODLE SOUP 
A Quality Product of the Atlantic Provinces 
JENKINS BROS. LIMITED 
SUMMERSIDE- PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
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the p.erfect Christmas gift (see page 57) 
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farm when grandfather died of typhoid, 
and we were brought up in the stone 
farmhouse, with its closely-sealed front 
parlour. When we were very small, we 
were not allowed in it, but after I grew 
old enough to take organ lessons, I 
used to go in for an hour every day, 
and practise my scales, pumping at the 
wheezing pedals and staring at the 
Portland vase which swayed slightly 
on the organ in front of me. I used to 
wonder, as I looked at it, what grand-
mother's fine relatives would think of 
it now, if they could see it. 
When I began my music lessons, I 
ended an era for the front parlour; it 
no longer was so closely sealed, and 
sometimes the family gathered to 
listen to me play, although father pre-
ferred to read the weekly newspaper 
in the kitchen. Sometimes grandmother 
played herself, although her fingers 
were stiff. My little brothers came in, 
and when my youngest brother Drake 
(we called him that because his hair 
stood up ljke a drake's tail) got his pup, 
the pup came in, too. 
One night I was playing while grand-
mother and mother listened. I was 
playing one of those sad songs which 
were composed during the Civil War 
which was fought in the United States 
some twenty years before. Mother and 
grandmother listened qujetly, and I 
could tell by the look in grandmother's 
eyes that she was not thinking of the 
Civil War in the States, but of some-
thing more distant. But I guess their 
silence was too much for Drake, for 
the door burst open, and he tore in, 
with the pup at his heels. 
"Drake!" mother cried. "Drake!" 
It was too late. In his excitement, 
the pup leaped on my lap as I sat at the 
organ, and with a flick of his tail, he 
toppled the vase which rolled to the 
floor and smashed into a dozen pieces. 
The aristocratic beauty lay broken on 
the floor. For a moment we were all 
too stunned to say anything. 
"It's broken," mother said, at last. 
We were all very still, even the pup. 
"Yes, it's broken," said grand-
mother, in an odd voice. She would like 
to cry, I thought, but she won't. 
"Timothy," said mother (that was 
Drake's real name) "how many times 
have I told you not to come in here 
like a hoyden with that dog? Now 
look what you've done. I'll paddle you 
well for this. Now stop blubbering," 
she added, as Drake began to rub his 
eyes with his fists. 
"Don't spank the boy," said grand-
mother, in a curious voice. "He didn't 
break it. It was the dog." 
"But your lovely Portland vase is 
broken, grandmother. You'll never get 
another like it." 
"It's not that important." She bent 
over the wreckage, and began to pick 
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New industries in Newfoundland are 
adding a fresh quality and impetus to the 
economy of the Atlantic Provinces. 
In factories and plants across the Is-
land Province local workers are turning 
out products that are second to none in 
Canada - high-styled knitted dresses, work 
clothes, boots and shoes, handbags, bat-
teries, candy and chocolate bars, plywood, 
particle board, gypsum board, cement, ma-
chinery and motion pictures. 
"Made in Newfoundland" is becoming 
more and more a symbol of quality and 
durability, gaining growing acceptance across 
the Canadian nation of which the Island be-
came the Tenth Province just ten years ago. 
DEPARTMENT OF ECONOMIC DEVELOPMENT 
GOVERNMENT OF NEWFOUNDLAND 
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A Fine 
WINDSOR ROCI(ER 
Dominion Chair's No. 107 is of an at-
tractive Windsor bow-backed design of 
birch and supplied in golden oak, green, 
or smoothly sanded for home enamelling. 
Can be supplied with side brace arm. 
DOMINION CHAIR 
COMPANY LIMITED 
Bass River, Nova Scotia, Canada 
Established 1860 
TIME RECORDERS 
by 
MAAG & CO. L TO. 
MONTREAL WE 7-2307 
Maritime Sales and Service by 
BALDWIN-BECKWITH LTD. 
Halifax, N .s. 5-5432 
R. R. HARRIS LTD. 
Moncton, N.B. EV 2-9353 
MARSHALL-sCHOFIELD LTD. 
Saint John, N.B. OX 3-1169 
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up the pieces, slowly. ''See, I could 
almost put these pieces together again, 
if I wanted to." 
"Maybe we could gather them all 
up in a box," I said, for I felt sorry for 
Drake; he looked so very contrite. 
"Timothy," said grandmother, "find 
me a box like a good boy, and I'll put 
these pieces of the vase in it. I should 
have put this vase away long ago." 
So we gathered the fragments of the 
vase together, and put them in a box, 
and grandmother locked it in a 
drawer of her bureau, and never spoke 
of it again. 
Yet no one quite forgot it. I missed 
its aristocratic beauty as I practised 
my scales. Drake hadn't forgotten 
either. He seemed to be too good at 
doing odd jobs around the house, and 
whenever father offered us a penny to 
go to the village for the weekly mail, 
Drake always wanted to go. It was 
seven miles to the post office, which 
was quite a walk for a little boy, even 
though he was paid a penny. I began 
to wonder what he was up to. 
Christmas was always a great fest-
ival at our house. We hadn't many 
toys, but Santa Claus always left us 
oranges, and grandmother used to 
knit socks and sweaters for us all. And 
of course, we always had a goose for 
dinner. 
We children had a hard time finding 
presents to give, although mother 
generally gave us a quarter to buy some 
gifts with. But the Christmas after the 
Portland vase was broken, Drake 
wrapped up a big present and put it 
under the Christmas tree for grand-
mother. 
"Oh, Drake," I said, "what is it?" 
"Never mind," said Drake, with a 
kind of blush. "You'll find out." 
"It's probably something stupid." 
"It is not," Drake replied hotly. 
"Stop teasing." 
So I just looked superior. I had 
embroidered tea-towels, and was giving 
a pair to mother, and another pair to 
grandmother. 
We opened the presents Christmas 
morning. Santa Claus had left us his 
oranges as usual. Mother was very 
pleased with my embroidered tea-
towels, and said she would put them 
away for me, when I got married my-
self. Grandmother had knitted three 
sweaters for her grandchildren. Then 
grandmother came to unwrap Drake's 
present. 
It was a big parcel, rather poorly 
wrapped. Drake hadn't much idea how 
to do up a parcel. The wrapping almost 
fell off. 
The present emerged, and it turned 
out to be a great vase, about the size 
of the Portland vase, but gaudy and 
infinitely ugly. But it was as large as 
the old vase had been, and it must have 
cost quite a bit of money. 
"Do you like it?" asked Drake, 
anxiously, for the look on grand-
mother's face was curious. 
"Oh, Drake, child," said grand-
mother, "you should never have spent 
your money on this." · 
"But I wanted you to have another 
vase like your old one." 
"It's very, very beautiful," said 
grandmother. 
"I tried to get a vase just like your 
old one," Drake explained, "but I 
couldn't find one. But this one is just 
as pretty, don't you think?" 
"Every bit as pretty, Drake," said 
grandmother, turning the ugly piece of 
crockery from side to side in her hands. 
"We'll put it on the organ where the 
old vase used to sit." 
"I think it's even prettier than your 
old vase. And besides," Drake added 
sagely, "this vase is new, and the old 
one was old." 
"Yes, Drake," said grandmother, 
putting her hand on his shoulder, "and 
that is very important." 
ATLANTIC ADVOCATES 
Beneath the ensign red, an oriflamme, 
A Union Jack or any flag that floats, 
We Maritimers are a group which dotes 
On friendship with John Bull and Uncle Sam; 
For they permit upon our bread some jam! 
Not so, those men who promised much for votes, 
And then divided us like sheep from goats. 
Who wants to be a sacrificial lamb? 
Sea-siders all, we play our native roles. 
Our wealth is from the sea and ships that sail, 
And from our homes where love and faith prevail; 
It does not stem from grants and Fed'ral doles. 
Ashore, where surf the silver strand creates, 
Are not we all Atlantic advocates? 
PHIL H. MooRE 
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. . . is located on lower Queen Street in Fredericton 
During the season just past the Bureau hand1ed some 
80,000 direct mail inquiries. 
As a result son1e 186,000 Canadian cars, mostly from 
Ontario and Quebec, entered the Province of New 
Brunswick. l(nown total from the United States ran 
right around 200,000 cars. Cash value, conservatively 
estimated, is $36,000,000 - all new money. 
Right now we're receiving inquiries for 1960 vacations. 
NEW BRUNSWICK TRAVEL BUREAU 
P.O. BOX 1030 FREDERICTON NEW BRUNSWICK CANADA 
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Many a 
Christmas 
Secret 
is kept 
a Wilson box! • In 
Lancaster, New Brunswick 
From Country Hours by Clark Locke 
These Maritimes Books 
Make Ideal Gifts 
THESE ARE 
THE l\IARITIMES 
By Will R. Bird. A delightful book on 
the author's adventures while motor-
ing through the Maritimes. 1\ wealth 
of local stories. Illustrated. $4.50 
ROSES FOR 
CANADIAN GARDENS 
By Roscoe A. Fillmore. All the infor-
mation you need to grow roses success-
fully. Valuable to both hotne gar-
dener and expert. Illustrated. $6.00. 
GOD'S PEOPLE IN INDIA 
By John Webster Grant. An account 
of the Christian Church in India. Dis-
cusses work with outcastes, ordinary 
Christians and Church leaders. $3.00 
THE ROYAL TOUR, 1959 
A handsome souvenir record of the 
recent visit of Queen Elizabeth II and 
Prince Philip. 150 illustrations; 8 
pages in full color. $3.95 
DESCENT FROM EDEN 
By Fred Cogswell. A new book of 
poetry by a leading Canadian poet and 
critic. Shows the struggle between 
Puritanism and an outgoing nature. 
$2.50 
IN THE DAYS 
OF THE WINDJAMMERS 
By John Congdon Crowe. Remarkable 
story of a Nova Scotian Captain's fam-
ily who lived aboard a full-rigged ship 
in the nineties. $4.50 
THE RYERSON PRESS 
229 QUEEN STREET WEST, TORONTO 2-B, CANADA 
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Servicing Nova Scotia 
and New Brunswick 
with 
Complete Office 
Machines and Equipment 
and 
SWEDA CASH REGISTERS 
SEAMAN-CROSS LTD. 
Halifax - 149 Barrington Street 
phone 3-8129 
Saint John- 119 Germain Street 
phone 3-3231 
THE BOOK ROOM 
LIMITED 
P.O. Box 272 
54-56 Granville Street 
HALIFAX 
Nova Scotia 
"Everything in Books" 
Good decorating is a combination 
of good taste, proper planning and 
sincere execution. 
Exquisite Fabrics and Rugs im-
ported from all parts of the 
world. 
The planning and selection can he 
done in the quiet of your home. 
For appointment, phone 
FRED BUSTIN 
Curtain & Drapery Shop 
133 UNION STREET 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
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BOOK REVIE by D. Kermode Parr 
PRIEN DS. Sixty Years of Intimate 
Personal Relations with Richard Bed-
ford Bennett. By Lord Beaverbrook. 
Heinemann: London, Melbourne, To-
ronto. (In Canada, British Book Service, 
Toronto). $2.50. 147 pages. 
Whether in a magazine article advising 
''How to Get Along with the Americans'', 
a speech accepting the gift of a town 
square, or a book of reminiscences, Lord 
Beaverbrook's words have always one 
predictable quality: whatever he says is 
of fascinating interest. So it is with this 
new book, Friends, which Lord Beaver-
brook defines as "an account of the 
personal relationship between Richard 
Bedford Bennett and myself ... a tale of 
sixty years of intimate friendship, with 
close business associations and activities 
in a common political faith that bound us 
together through our lives." 
Lord Beaverbrook believes that Ben-
nett's reputation will grow and that his 
place in history will be that of one of 
Canada's greatest prime ministers. This 
book should help, for it throws much 
light on the strange, baffling, lonely figure 
whose fate it was to be in power through 
the worst years of an economic depression 
that no government of whatever party 
could have hoped to survive. 
There is much humour in these pages. 
For instance, on the subject of Bennett's 
oratory, "vigorous rather than polished 
... a flow of words which occasionally 
became a torrent", there is a story of a 
blunder. "He was caught out on one 
occasion when denouncing the Liberal 
Government in violent and abusive terms, 
detailing their errors and crimes, when 
suddenly and without any relation to his 
argument, he declared: 'Now I will tell 
you the truth!' A scene of splendid dis-
order broke out in the Assembly." 
Here, too, is ample evidence that in 
commenting on political enemies, both 
the friends could use devastating words. 
Bennett on Sir Clifford Sifton: "The de-
gradation of the public life of Western 
Canada is directly attributable to the in-
fluence of one man, and that man is 
Sifton ... He is now a Knight Comman-
der of St. Michael and St. George and, 
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if money compensates for lack of honour, 
I suppose he is one of the most powerful 
and least influential citizens of this new 
democracy." Beaverbrook on Baldwin: 
"But we had forgotten the cunning of 
Stanley Baldwin. He always projected 
himself as a plain and simple country man 
from Bewdley. He was not a country man, 
but a Company man (director of several 
institutions). But he did know the ways 
of the fox. He could twist and turn and 
lay down false scents." 
There is much in the book that strength-
ens the impression of the man in the street 
that Bennett was remote, overbearing, 
even pompous; and he seems to have been 
always excessively formal; but there was 
humanity and fun, too. Lord Beaverbrook 
quotes Miss Millar's account of an inci-
dent which may not at the time have 
seemed so funny to the mother of a two-
year-old Herridge nephew. "Anything Mr. 
Bennett tells him to do he does immed-
iately, just like a little sport. Yesterday, 
by way of entertaining him, after the boy 
was fully dressed to be taken out into the 
park, Mr. Bennett turned on the shower 
and told the little fellow to get in. He 
stepped forward getting water on his 
shoes and his arm. Mr. Bennett said: 
'Get right in', which he promptly did, 
coming out like a little drowned rat and 
screaming with laughter." 
An odd innocence must have existed in 
Bennett along with the shrewd and power-
ful intellect. The fiery Methodist teeto-
taller was in his old age "occasionally 
persuaded to take a glass of creme de 
menthe after meals, declaring it was a 
'soft drink'. He added sherry to his soup, 
saying that the heat of the soup burned 
up the alcohol. Cider from the West 
Country was to him a temperance drink 
and he liked it." 
In spite of the eccentricities, Bennett's 
great qualities glow in his friend's pages. 
In his "simple, sincere and honest life", 
"Bennett was true, over everything he was 
true to himself and his friends. He was 
foremost among men. He was good. He 
was great." 
The story of a friendship written by one 
of the friends necessarily presents a pic-
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ture of both. The two portraits in this 
book are absorbingly vivid. 
CHRISTMAS IN CANADA. Edited by 
Mary Barber and Flora McPherson. 
J. M. Dent and Sons (Canada) Ltd. 
Toronto and Vancouver. $4. 144 pages. 
This is an anthology of Christmas 
pieces ranging from accounts of the 
festival as celebrated in early days with 
Jacques Cartier, Champlain and Brebeuf 
to a section on the "Spirit of Christmas 
Present" that includes sad or bitter re-
flections by E. P. Nichol, Dr. Nadine 
Hradsky, Gregory Clark, and the poet 
Robert Finch, who observes that "there 
was once no room in the inn, now there 
is no room for Him in the manger." 
Three of the best things in the book are 
from our own region: Sir Wilfred Gren-
fell's account of "How Santa Claus came 
to Cape St. Anthony", and stories by 
Ernest Buckler(" Anticipation") and Hugh 
MacLennan ("An Orange from Portu-
gal"). 
THE FACE OF CANADA. By C. L. 
Bennet, Gerard Filion, Gregory Clark, 
Marjorie Wilkins Campbell and Roderick 
Haig-Brown. Clarke, Irwin and Co. Ltd., 
Toronto and Vancouver. $4.95. 240 
pages. 
In this survey of Canada, C. L. Bennet, 
Vice-Principal of Dalhousie University, 
writes with descriptive clarity, insight and 
wit on the Atlantic Provinces. The book 
is intended, say the publishers, to present 
"a comprehensive picture of Canada, its 
physical features, its cities and industries, 
its prodigious natural resources and the 
widely differing lives, occupations and 
customs of its people. Grouped in a middle 
section are thirty-two pages of excellent 
photographs. 
The Face of Canada is an excellent book 
to send to a friend overseas who asks 
what sort of country is this Canada any-
way-but it will be a used copy when it 
reaches him, for the giver is bound to look 
through the first few pages and must then 
inevitably go on reading with interest to 
the end before packing it. 
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ROUND and ABOUT 
- -
- by Vedette 
A Joy For Ever? 
Art is thriving in the Atlantic 
Provinces as never in their history. 
The news that Lady Dunn is going 
to give an Art Gallery to Halifax, 
and that Lord Beaverbrook will 
assist her as Joint-Custodian, 
opens new horizons for Nova 
Scotians. 
* * * 
By all accounts, the Dunn 
Gallery, which is called by the 
Halifax Herald a "Public Arts 
Assembly", is, apparently, to 
combine the functions of gallery, 
arts centre, concert hall and com-
munity centre. 
* * * 
The Atlantic Provinces are 
about to see a blossoming which 
will rank with a renaissance, 
affecting the standards and taste 
of all Canada. The powerful 
movement was led by Lord 
Beaverbrook, and it is a mark of 
his genius that he has been able 
to inspire others to take up the 
torch with him. 
* * * 
At the Maritime art exhibition 
held at the Beaverbrook Art 
Gallery in Fredericton last month, 
the top awards were given to 
Edward Pulford of Sackville, 
N .B., Miss Ju1ia Crawford and 
Miss Heather P. Hope of Saint 
John, Sinclair D. Healy of Fred-
ericton, and Gary Saunders of 
Gander, Newfoundland. 
* * * 
They received awards ranging 
from $300 for first place, to $50 
each for fourth and fifth places. 
Altogether, prizes totalling $1,000 
were offered by Lord Beaver-
brook, and 164 pictures were 
shown. Thousands of people 
attended the exhibition and ex-
pressed very considerable interest 
in the work being done by painters 
from the four provinces. 
* * * Alan Jarvis, former director of 
the National Gallery of Canada, 
was the judge, and from his ex-
perience and sophistication in the 
art world. it was a surorise to 
many that his selections were so 
free from the cult of modem 
abstraction. Three of the five 
winning pictures were seascapes. 
* * * 
In a sense, it confirmed the 
popular choice, for the public 
voted on its favourite picture and 
an award of $300 for this went to 
William E. deGarthe of Peggy's 
Cove, N .S. 
* * * Mr. deGarthe, who was born 
in Finland of Swedish parents, 
considers himself a Nova Scotian, 
largely because he has resided 
there for about thirty years. He 
used to operate a commercial art 
business in Halifax. Several years 
ago he decided to retire from the 
demanding world of commerce 
and devote his full time to paint-
ing, mainly the sea. Now, he 
paints at Peggy's Cove and in the 
British West Indies. A couple of 
months ago he had the distinction 
of being the first person to hold 
an exhibition entirely of marine 
paintings in Montreal. 
* * * 
School of Fine Arts 
Mr. Pulford is a member of the 
faculty of the Mount Allison 
school of fine arts. Born in Sas-
katoon, he received his early 
education there and studied paint-
ing with Ernest Lindner. In 1940 
he joined the R.C.A.F. and served 
as an air-gunner for five years in 
England, North Africa and the 
Far East. 
* * * 
At the end of the war he de-
cided to make a career in art and 
enrolled at Mount Allison, grad-
uating and joining the faculty in 
1949. A mural by him now hangs 
in the new wing of the Royal York 
Hotel in Toronto. 
* * * Visitors to the exhibition 1n 
Fredericton were interested to 
note the similarity between his 
entry in the show and the familiar 
refined style of Alex Colville, 
another member of the Mount 
Allison faculty. 
Colville, who has achieved a 
considerable reputation as a 
painter, with works in the Na-
tional Gallery, the Toronto Art 
Gallery and the Beaverbrook Art 
Gallery, is one of the several 
painters and teachers who have 
given Mount Allison a first-rate 
reputation as an art schoo I. 
* * * Another is Lawren P. Harris, 
the director of the school, who, 
like Colville, was a Canadian war 
artist during the Second World 
War. Harris, the son of another 
painter, Lawren S. Harris of 
Vancouver, who was a member 
of the Group of Seven, has estab-
lished his reputation as a painter 
in spite of the heavy shadow of 
his father, and his work is included 
in the National Gallery, the To-
ronto Art Gallery and the Beaver-
brook Art Gallery. 
* * * Sinclair Healy, painter of 
"Weir", another prize winner, is 
the art instructor at Teachers' 
College in Fredericton and is a 
Mount Allison graduate. After 
his graduation he spent a year in 
England on a Beaverbrook scho-
larship. 
* * * 
Miss Hope is also a teacher. 
She studied in Montreal, where 
she now teaches at Trafalgar 
School for Girls, and in Mexico. 
She is a grand-daughter of the late 
John M. Robinson of Saint John, 
who will be remembered as a 
contributor to the old Maritime 
Advocate. Her picture, entitled 
"Mexican Landscape", was ecstat-
ically praised by Lady Jean Camp-
bell, Lord Beaverbrook's grand-
daughter, who rushed to buy it 
for her New York apartment. 
* * * 
The award to Miss Julia Craw-
ford was particularly happy news 
to her friends. Miss Crawford, 
who for many years taught at the 
Saint John Vocational School and 
later at Netherwood School for 
Girls in Rothesay, is finding it 
increasingly difficult to paint. Her 
sight has been failing badly In 
recent years. 
* * * 
Readers will remember her as 
the woman who painted the 
scenes of Canada Veneers in Saint 
Julia Crawford 
John during the Second World 
War, which she told about in the 
letters column in May, and as one 
of the artists discussed in "Paint-
ing in Saint John" in the March, 
1958, issue. 
* * * Gary Saunders is a forester, a 
graduate of the University of New 
Brunswick. He has had only slight 
formal art training but he makes 
up for this by having considerable 
talent and a tremendous amount 
of energy and determination. His 
favourite subject is the landscape 
of the forest that he admires so 
much. 
* * * An example of his devotion to 
painting might be observed from 
one of his oil paintings, not the 
one in the Maritime show, which 
obviously was done under most 
adverse conditions. The subject 
of the painting is a scene deep in 
the woods, and the surface of the 
picture is so peppered with black 
flies that it is hard to imagine how 
he could see enough of the scene 
to paint it. 
* * * 
At the twelfth annual Institute of 
Contemporary American Music, 
sponsored by Hartt College of 
Music of the University of Hart-
ford, the guests were all from 
Canada, and the festival marked 
the first time that Hartt has invited 
composers outside the United 
States. At left, from left to right, 
standing, are: John Beckwith, 
Charles J. Woodsworth, Consul 
General for Canada, John Wein-
zweig and Jean Papineau-Couture. 
Seated, left to right, are: Dr. 
Moshe Paranov, president of Hartt 
College of Music of the University 
of Hartford,· Harry Somers, Dr. 
Isadore Freed, chairman of the 
Institute and chairman of the 
theory and composition depart-
ments at Hartt College; Murray 
Adaskin and Jean Marie Beaudet, 
who served as a member of the 
Canadian Composers Festival 
Committee. 
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Art in Newfoundland 
In St. John's, Newfoundland, 
the Newfoundland Academy of 
Art is blooming as a result of the 
inspiration and leadership of 
Reginald Shepherd and his artist 
wife, Helen Parsons Shepherd. 
She has lately completed a por-
trait of Premier Smallwood, which 
we hope to reproduce in colour 
in a future issue of The Atlantic 
Advocate. 
* * * 
Reginald Shepherd has several 
historical pictures hanging in the 
Newfoundland Museum, includ-
ing that of Marconi, who received 
the first transatlantic signal on 
Signal Hill, St. John's; Alcock 
and Brown, the first non-stop 
Atlantic fliers; and the laying of 
the first Atlantic cable. His wife 
has several historical portraits in 
the same exhibition. 
* * * 
Bust of Smallwood 
Another academician is Hans 
Melis, a young Dutch sculptor of 
distinction who came to New-
foundland to join the faculty. In 
Holland his work is represented 
by a modern figure of a woman 
in the Civic Park of The Hague 
and a large bronze of a coal-miner 
at Tilburg, South Holland. Hans 
Melis has just completed a bust 
of Premier Smallwood, which has 
been sent to Holland to be 
bronzed. (See also, "51 Cochrane 
Street", The Atlantic Advocate, 
February, 1958.) 
* * * Newfoundland Mural 
Harold Goodrich, also of St. 
John's, is the painter of several 
other of the historical pictures 
in the Newfoundland Museum. 
Many of the heroes of those 
scenes, Cabot, Gilbert, Eric the 
Viking and others, will figure in 
a mural twenty-four feet by five 
feet four inches, which Goodrich 
is painting to face the entrance of 
the new Confederation Building. 
* * * In it, there will be several 
groups depicting major events in 
Newfoundland history; and there 
will be a startling and unique 
idiosyncrasy about the faces of 
the supporting figures. They will 
be the faces, if Premier Smallwood 
has his whimsical way, of famous 
men of the past and present. An 
ancient mariner may be Mackenzie 
King, a portly seaman R. B. 
Bennett, a Viking may be Diefen-
baker, or a humble bystander 
Beaverbrook. Endless possibilities 
leap to the mind. 
* * * The Confederation Building is 
completed as to the exterior, and 
the inside will be finished by next 
summer. In its magnificent con-
ception and bold design it will be 
a fitting and lasting memorial to 
the blessings brought to New-
foundland on March 31, I 949. 
* * * 
Premier Smallwood exto11ed 
them in Toronto last month. He 
has never, at any time, allowed 
his bitterness and chagrin over 
Term 29 to obliterate his public 
acknowledgment of the benefits 
of Confederation, which has given 
to Newfoundlanders a new secur-
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ity against some of the harshest 
blows of fate. His speech struck 
observers as being conciliatory, 
as though he was prepared to seek 
a solution to the deadlock. That 
would be good for Newfoundland 
and for Canada. 
* * * 
Canadian Composers 
Canadian music got a welcome 
boost last month in Connecticut. 
As might well be suspected, a 
Maritimer had a hand in the 
proceedings. The occasion was 
the twelfth annual Institute of 
Contemporary American Music 
and the programme was devoted 
entirely to the works of Canadian 
composers. It was the first time 
that the Institute had given over 
its programme to composition 
from a country other than the 
United State~. 
* * * 
The institute was held at the 
Hartt College of Music in Hart-
ford where Alfred C. Fuller, the 
"Fuller brush man", is chairman 
of the board of trustees. 
* * * 
The Canadian composers whose 
works were heard were: Dr. Hea-
ley Willan, Fran9ois Morel, Jean 
Papineau-Couture, John Beck-
with, Alexander Brott, Pierre 
Mercure, Jean Coulthard, Oskar 
Morawetz, Barbara Pentland, Ar-
nold Walter, John W einzweig, 
Harry Somers, Murray Adaskin 
and Jean Marie Baudet. 
* * * 
This was a kind and beneficial 
gesture on the part of our Amer-
ican friends, but, curiously, none 
of the composers represented was 
from the Atlantic Provinces. Not 
only do we have some gifted 
composers, but some of them have 
received considerable acclaim. 
* * * In glancing through the Cata-
logue of Canadian Composers 
published by the C.B.C., we find 
four composers who were born 
in Prince Edward Island, and five 
each from New Brunswick and 
Nova Scotia. In addition there 
are four who live in the Maritimes 
who were born in England or in 
Europe. 
* * * 
The work of Maritime com-
posers runs just about the full 
range of forms of musical com-
position, from songs and organ 
preludes through to symphonies 
and operas. One of the best known 
Canadian composers who comes 
from the Maritimes is Eldon 
Rathburn of Queenstown, N.B. 
and Saint John, N.B., now with 
the National Film Board. 
* * * Another is William Keith Ro-
gers of C.F.C.Y. in Charlotte-
town, a modest man whose work 
includes a string quartet and a 
sonata for violin and piano. 
* * * 
Potato Road through Maine 
The Atlantic Advocate in its 
May, 1959, issue published a map 
of the proposed Corridor Road 
through Maine. With it we also 
sketched another northern road 
through Maine. which was being 
considered for the benefit of the 
Aroostook potato growers, link-
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Photos above and below by Harvey Studios 
Above, Alan Jarvis, former director of the National Gallery of Canada, 
left, and Lord Beaverbrook discuss "Approaching Storm", the painting 
by William E. deGarthe of Peggy's Cove, N.S., that won the popular 
vote in the Maritime art exhibition held in the Beaverbrook Art Gallery 
in Fredericton. Mr. Jarvis was the judge of the show. 
Above, E. F. Cooke, curator of the gallery, left, and Dr. Colin B. Mackay, 
president of the University of New Brunswick, study "Fundy Shore, Port 
Greville" by Edward Pulford of Sackville, N.B. Mr. Jarvis gave the top 
award in the exhibition to this painting. Below, with some of his famous 
seascapes, is Mr. deGarthe. 
Nova Scotia Film Bureau photo 
Noel C. Hutton was sales agent for the giant International Paper Com-
pany with its $53 million payroll and a social conscience. He was selling 
C.J.P. corrugated containers in Newfour:dland. "Why not produce them 
in Newfoundland?" he suggested. "Newfoundland needs secondary 
industries, and a packaging plant would be economically right there." 
Last October, a year later, the plant was opened. In the photograph 
above, left to right, are Gordon F. Pushie, Director-Genera/ of Economic 
Development,· J. T. Woolley, General Manager, Hygrade Containers; 
Hon. Joseph R. Smallwood, Mr. Hutton, and P. A. Sargent, Vice-
President, Canadian International Paper Company. 
ing Ashland with the Quebec 
border. "The Corridor Road is 
distinct from this other proposal," 
we wrote. 
* * * Now it is announced in The 
New Englander that the potato 
road will be in existence within a 
year, running from Ashland, Me., 
to Daaquam, Quebec. For those 
who keep back copies, this is the 
junction of routes 24 and 25, 
south of Lac de Ia Frontiere. 
* * * The gravel road will vary in 
width from twenty-two to thirty 
feet, and will include a bridge 
being built by the International 
Paper Company. It is to be hoped 
that pressure will now be exerted 
for the Corridor Road. 
The charming little fellow pic-
tured above is the "Kindness 
'Coon". He is the badge of the 
Kindness Club which Mrs. Flem-
ming tells about on page 19. The 
badge is enamelled brass. 
* * * 
Last autumn in the New Bruns-
wick countryside we saw what 
must surely be one of the signs of 
the times. It read "Do not shoot 
our cat". Later we saw the cat 
and realized that its owners had 
good reason to fear for its safety. 
The cat was very large and shaggy 
and its markings were very similar 
to those of a raccoon. We hope 
the cat survived the hunting 
season. 
* * * 
Christmas Tree 
Maritimers do not have to go 
very far as a rule to find a Christ-
mas tree. But at least one Mari-
timer we have heard of was a 
member of a party that must have 
set a world's record for distance 
on a tree-cutting expedition. A 
year or so ago, Don Holmes of 
Windsor, N.S., and some com-
panions then living in Rangoon, 
Burma, decided that they must 
have a real Christmas tree. To get 
it, they flew to the foothills of the 
Himalayas in India, cut down 
their tree, and brought it back to 
Rangoon in the passenger com-
partment of the aircraft, much to 
the astonishment of the Oriental 
passengers. 
* * * 
A Cause for Giving 
With the season of giving im-
mediately at hand, we remind our 
readers that contributions are still 
needed for the New Brunswick 
Fishermen's Disaster Fund. The 
rate of contributions has been 
lagging in the last few months and 
the directors of the fund are 
anxious to see the objective of 
$440,000 surpassed before the 
Christmas holiday. At the present 
time, the fund is within $10,000 
of the minimum objective. 
* * * 
The women and children who 
lost their husbands and fathers in 
the tragic storm of June 19 deserve 
your help. Let this time of giving 
provide for those who have so 
little or nothing of their own. 
* * * 
Watch McLagan 
T. R. McLagan, President of 
Canada Steamship Lines, had 
several things to say at the recent 
launching of the icebreaker John 
A. M acdona/d that are of close 
interest to Maritimers. "The Mac-
donald is one of the most power-
ful icebreakers in the free world 
. . . More icebreakers will be 
needed for year-round navigation 
in the Gulf ... We are going to 
have a shot at it ourselves this 
winter as we hope to operate our 
Eskimo between England and 
Quebec during the winter. Watch 
out for her around January 1st." 
* * * On wages in the shipbuilding 
industry: "Canadian wages are 
about $1.70 per hour. In Britain 
the wages average about eighty 
cents per hour, in Germany about 
sixty cents, in Holland about 
forty-eight cents and in Japan 
about twenty-five cents." 
* * * 
"Today we find British ships 
paying low British wages trading 
back and forth on our coasts and 
in the Great Lakes . . . It is a 
truly preposterous situation. Yet 
our American cousins go about 
their business because American 
coasts are reserved for American-
built and American-owned ships." 
Harry Hal/worth 
Harry Hallworth of London, 
Ontario, has been appointed vice-
president and general manager of 
T. S. Simms and Company in 
Saint John. Mr. Hall worth is the 
former treasurer and comptroller 
of the large brush-making plant, 
and was recently a director, treas-
urer and manager of the copying 
division of Minnesota Mining and 
Manufacturing of Canada. He 
will continue as a director of this 
company. 
* * * 
Appointed President 
John R. Gale, a native of 
Queens County, N.B., has been 
appointed president of the re-
cently formed New Brunswick 
Development Corporation. The 
organization, which is similar to 
Nova Scotia's Industrial Estates 
(see The Atlantic Advocate, Jan-
uary, 1959), is to "assist, promote, 
encourage and advance the in-
dustrial development, prosperity 
and economic welfare of the 
province." It will also assist in 
the location of new industry and 
aid the rehabilitation of existing 
industry. 
* * * 
Mr. Gale studied law at the 
former King's College Law School 
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in Saint John and was admitted 
to the Bar of New Brunswick in 
1921. He served overseas with the 
25th Battalion in the First World 
War, and rejoined the active 
service during the Second World 
War, serving for four years. In 
addition he served for twenty-
four years with the militia. 
~ 
John R. Gale 
His business career has been 
devoted mainly to the firm of 
Nesbitt, Thomson and Company, 
for which he opened the New 
Brunswick branch in Saint John 
in 1932. Since the war he has 
been with the head office of the 
firm in Montreal and for the 
last six years has been director-
in-charge of overseas and foreign 
business. His experience in the 
financial world and his extensive 
travels and contacts abroad should 
make him an extremely valuable 
man in the development of 
industry in New Brunswick. 
* * * Sinister Omens 
His Excellency Dr. A. A. 
Aroutunian, the Soviet Ambassa-
dor to Canada, must have won-
dered whether Halifax were a safe 
place for a stop-over when he 
arrived at Shearwater airport last 
month to prepare for the visit of 
Deputy Premier Anastas Mikoyan. 
* * * 
The ambassador was greeted 
by the wail of Dartmouth's civil 
defence siren shortly after his 
plane had touched down. Leaving 
the airport by car he was met by 
the awesome sight of the harbour 
sky lit by a fierce glow. Flames 
were apparently shooting from 
the Imperial Oil storage tanks at 
Imperoyal. A high wind and driv-
ing rainstorm added to the un-
earthly atmosphere. 
* * * 
Dr. Aroutunian was not the 
only one who was startled. Anx-
ious Dartmouthians, who still re-
member the 1917 explosion and 
the 1945 blast at the nearby Royal 
Canadian Navy magazine, were 
equally disturbed. 
* * * 
The explanations were simple. 
The siren had short-circuited. 
The threatening glow was caused 
by the harmless burning of ex-
haust gases. Low clouds, heavy 
atmosphere and wind had trapped 
the flames close to the ground and 
the glow was reflected over a 
wide area. 
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Photos above, below, and at right centre by Robert Norwood 
Photo at top right by Leland Wamboldt 
The visit of Soviet Deputy Premier Anastas Mikoyan created quite a 
stir in Halifax. Above, the Russian leader is shown at left with Premier 
Robert L. Stanfield of Nova Scotia and Soviet Ambassador Amazasp 
Aroutunian, entering Government House. At right above, Robert Mc-
Cleave, M.P., interviews Mr. Mikoyan at press conference. At right 
centre, are Mr. McCleave and Deputy Premier Mikoyan, in jovial mood, 
at the end of conference. In the background, left to right, are H. F. 
Feaver, chief of protocol for the Department of External Affairs, Mr. 
Mikoyan's interpreter, and another member of the Russian party. Lieut.-
Col. J. D. Hazen, A.D.C. to Lieutenant-Governor E. C. Plow, is at far 
right in the foreground. At lower right is H.M.C.S. Chaudiere, the 
Royal Canadian Navy's new destroyer escort, which was commissioned 
in Hahfax last month. Prime Minister John Diefenbaker came to 
Halifax to attend the ceremony. Below, are members of the fact-finding 
committee on coal which met in Halifax last month. They studied coal 
production figures, but they have not announced their findings. The next 
meeting is being held this month. Left to right are Harold Gordon, chief 
of Dosco's coal operations; Hon. E. A. Manson, Nova Scotia's Minister 
of Mines, and chairman of the committee,· Mayor Dan MacDonald of 
Glace Bay, and James Morrison, research director for the United Mine 
Workers, Glace Bay. 
Photo at right from the Department of National Defence 
~----------···········--
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Home 
for 
Christmas 
by 
Char lotte 
and 
Dan 
Ross 
"N o, STEVE!" Jill Shelton's plea-
sant oval face was filled with 
consternation at the news her 
husband had just given her. She 
slumped back in the easy chair. "I 
really must go home for Christmas!" 
Tall, serious Steve shook his head. 
"Not a chance for me, darling," he 
told her, "the express office is going to 
be open all day. Ferris was to take 
charge but now that he's ill I'm the 
next in line. I can't beg off." 
"But I'd planned to surprise Mom 
and Dad by arriving tomorrow." 
Jill's voice was plaintive. "They'll be 
so lonely with neither Robin nor 
Heather coming." 
Steve sat on the arm of her chair 
and stroked her curly brown hair. 
"Look, I want you to go as you 
planned. I know how you've counted 
on it." 
She took his hand between hers and 
tried to ward off her feeling of guilt. 
Steve was the best husband anyone 
could have. And he realized how she 
felt about going home for Christmas, 
even though he'd never had a real 
home or parents, having been brought 
up in a city flat by a distant cousin. 
He'd gone out on his own when he 
was young and most of his Christmas 
memories were of bleak boarding-
houses. She thought of that first 
Christmas after they were married. 
He'd taken such pride in fixing a tree 
stand and bought bright decorations. 
Then she'd explained they'd be visiting 
her parents on the holiday. He'd 
seemed disappointed but still he under-
stood. One of the reasons she loved 
him so deeply. 
Yet there had been a note in his 
voice just now that made her waver in 
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her decision, for just a moment. Per-
haps she shouldn't go. He would be 
lonely. It was too bad. Then she 
steeled herself with the thought her 
parents would be even more lonely. 
And she, herself, felt an aching need to 
be home with them as the holiday 
approached. 
It was nearly three years since they'd 
been married, and in May, Steve had 
bought this bungalow at Fundy 
Heights. It was only partly finished and 
her tall young husband had worked 
long hours every evening to have it 
done before Christmas. Jill was proud 
of him and their cottage that looked 
out on the Bay of Fundy. 
Her parents lived across the bay at 
Digby. Jill's father owned a garage in 
the picturesque Nova Scotia town and 
the family homestead was a rambling, 
cedar-shingled house at one end of the 
tree-shaded main street. This was the 
home she loved and somehow always 
kept returning to. 
Steve had only mildly objected to 
her long vacations there each summer. 
And he tried to hide his mild exaspera-
tion every fall when she'd begin 
excitedly discussing the annual Christ-
mas reunion. This year her brother 
Robin, who was married in Toronto, 
had written business would prevent 
him coming. And Heather was expect-
81 
ing another baby, so it wouldn't be 
wise for her to make the trip either. 
When her mother had written this 
news, adding somewhat sadly they'd 
have to make other plans this year, 
Jill had been determined that at least 
she would be there. Steve's several 
hints that he'd like to spend Christmas 
in their new place were ignored. She 
hadn't let her folks know her plan, 
deciding it would mean more if they 
arrived unannounced the day before 
Christmas. And now she would have 
to go alone. 
Her husband's voice broke into her 
thoughts. "You'll take the boat in 
the morning as we'd planned. The 
presents are all packed." He smiled 
with that boyish awkwardness that 
always touched her heart. 
"But what about you, darling?" She 
pressed her head close against his arm 
and closed her eyes in the bliss of his 
nearness. 
"I'll be working all day," he said, 
"and I can get dinner at a restaurant 
somewhere." 
"But it will be miserable for you." 
She worried, remembering the happi-
ness of previous Yuletides. The bustle 
of excitement at the homestead as the 
three young married couples arrived. 
The good-natured banter among them 
and the exchanging of gifts. The shy 
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glances at Mom and Dad to reassure 
oneself they looked as well as ever. 
And on Christmas Eve they'd all 
walked together down the snowy street 
under a clear December moon to mid-
night service at the ancient stone 
church. The blue stars snapping like 
sapphires overhead with the cold as 
they passed the friendly decorated 
porches of neighbours. 
Jill opened her eyes and looked up at 
her husband. "I really oughn't to go, 
I suppose." 
"If it's what you feel you should do, 
I want you to," he told her; "not that 
I wouldn't rather have you here." 
In the gray cold of the following 
winter morning Steve drove her down 
to the dock. She gave him an affec-
tionate kiss and made him promise to 
phone her some time Christmas day. 
Then she went on board the trim vessel 
that makes regular daily crossings to 
the Nova Scotia coast. 
Just a little more than three hours 
had passed when she arrived at Digby. 
She sat back in the taxi and watched 
the cheery faces of the people moving 
along the crowded sidewalk. It was 
good to be home! How many exciting 
afternoons before Christmas had she 
hurried down this same street on last-
minute errands? The familiar windows 
and store signs made her feel warm and 
relaxed. If only Robin and Heather 
had been able to come. 
Robin, her opponent in endless 
snowball battles. She pictured the 
quiet, young business man of today and 
stillled at the memory. And Heather, 
always down at the brook on her 
skates. Now in far-away Vancouver 
awaiting her second child. But there'd 
still be Mom and Dad. She'd try to 
fill at least some of the emptiness this 
Christmas must be bringing them. 
It was her mother who opened the 
door and when she saw Jill, came for-
ward and clasped her tightly. "I 
certainly didn't expect to see you, 
dear!" She said in a voice filled with 
happiness. 
Jill felt a catch in her throat. "It just 
wouldn't be Christmas for me if I 
didn't get home." 
And now her mother had the bags 
inside and she was standing by the 
radiator in the hallway removing her 
coat. "Where's Dad?" she asked. 
"Still busy at the garage," her 
mother said, "I never know when he'll 
be home to dinner on a dav like this!'' 
., 
Jill laughed. "Sounds familiar! Dad 
never has been able to get his customers 
in hand.'' 
"Isn't Steve with you?" 
"He had to work." 
"That's too bad," The older woman's 
face was sympathetic. 
Jill put an arm around her mother 
as they walked into the lovely old 
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dining-room. "He insisted that I come. 
Steve's a darling!" 
"You don't have to tell me that," 
her mother said. "Now you sit down 
and we'll have a nice cup of tea." 
Jill sipped the steaming liquid that 
always tasted so deliciously different 
at home and her mother sat across 
from her. 
The pleasant, matronly features 
showed a slight perplexity. "Your 
father will get a tree. And I'll call 
Wilson's about a turkey. I'm sure 
they'll find us a nice one." 
Jill raised shapely eyebrows. "But 
isn't it rather late? You usually have 
all those things in before this." 
Her mother gave an embarrassed 
little smile. "I might as well tell you 
the truth. Your father will let it out 
sooner or later, anyway. We didn't 
plan to be here this Christmas." 
"Not be here?" Jill couldn't believe 
her ears. 
"You remember the Kirkwoods? 
The summer people from Philadelphia? 
They've come back here to live the 
year around now that Mr. Kirkwood's 
retired. And they invited us to spend 
Christmas with them." 
She put down her cup. "Oh, 
mother!" she said, "I'm so sorry! I 
should have phoned. But I wanted to 
. '' surprise you . . . 
"And it is a surprise, darling! A 
wonderful one!" Her mother reached 
across and touched her hand. "To have 
at least one of my youngsters home. 
Your father can call Mr. Kirkwood 
and explain." 
"No." Jill's pretty face clouded. 
"Please don't let him do that. I'm 
taking the afternoon boat back to 
Saint John." 
"I won't hear of it!" her mother 
protested. 
"Since you have plans I'd rather be 
with Steve," she was quick to explain, 
"and it really wouldn't be like other 
years. We'd miss Robin and Heather." 
Her mother nodded. "Things do 
change, my dear. But there'll be re-
unions again. Don't look so tragic 
about it." 
Jill glanced at her watch. "I'll have 
a few hours here and then catch the 
boat." 
And so at five o'clock she found her-
self beginning the return trip to the 
other side of the bay. At first her 
father had insisted she change her 
mind. But she honestly felt he was 
relieved when she stood firmly by her 
decision. 
Not that her parents didn't love her 
and want her with them. But they 
realized what she should have done 
long before. Her place was with Steve. 
The cottage in Fundy Heights was her 
home now. Not the hallowed cedar-
shingled homestead of her memories. 
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Symbolic heart of Halifax; a lush green square, bound to busy City 
Hall by the walls the founders built over two centuries ago . . . the 
Grand Parade still echoes to beating drums and marching feet as 
modern military garrisons present their colorful ceremonials. 
As Maritime centre for the Navy, Army and Air 
Force, the Halifax-Dartmouth area has a large, 
rich, responsive bonus market of service families 
. • • a grand parade veritably in the shadows of 
the towers of CJCH. 
NUMBER ONE STATION 
IN THE MARITIMES' 
NUMBER ONE MARKET 
920 on the dial 
10,000 WATTS-SERVING 
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HALIFAX 
ARCHDIOCESAN 
PILGRIMAGE 
to the 
37th International 
Eucharistic Congress 
in 
MUNICH, GERMANY 
Under the Distinguished Patronage of 
His Grace 
ARCHBISHOP J. G. BERRY, D.O. 
Rev. J. F. Delouchry, Spiritual Director 
As this tour will be limited to 
30 persons, we recommend 
Early Registration 
Deposit: One Hundred Dollars 
Airline Pay Later Plan Available 
25 DAYS from 
July 18th to August lith, 1960 
Including 
Transportation via Trans-Canada Airlines 
Transfers-Hotels-Basis two in a Room 
Breakfasts and Dinners - Sight-seeing 
Oberammergau Passion Play 
$910 
For further information and reservations 
contact 
Rev. J. F. Delouchry 
St. Patrick's Rectory 
or 
Maritime Travel Service 
(Member, American Society of Travel Agents, Inc.) 
76 Granville Street, Halifax, 
Nova Scotia Ph. 2-4441 
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She must accept these changes and 
realize her parents had their own lives 
to lead, and were sensible enough to 
make the adjustment to losing their 
family. 
All these years of her marriage she'd 
kept tormenting herself with nostalgia 
for the home of her youth. She'd been 
torn between love for Steve and a 
childish yearning for those other days 
with her family. Might as well face it. 
She'd been dangerously immature. 
And it was only Steve's understanding 
that had saved them. 
Thinking of Steve she felt an inner 
glow that almost removed the heart-
ache of the day's discoveries. She 
hadn't been fair to him. It took every 
ounce of effort and loyalty to make 
marriage a success and she'd allowed 
her interests to be divided. Even to 
failing him on this Christmas Eve. But 
now she'd been lucky enough to have 
her eyes opened she'd make it up. 
There was still time to have a real 
Christmas at the cottage. Even a tree! 
She could pick it up on her way home. 
Darkness had long ago fallen and 
there was a light sprinkle of snow 
coming down as Jill left the boat for 
a taxi again. Crossing the bridge to 
West Saint John she spotted the lights 
of a Christmas tree sales lot. 
Leaning forward she spoke to the 
driver. "Would you mind stopping at 
that stand on the other side? I'd like 
to get a tree. I don't mind paying extra 
to have you take it along." 
After a few minutes brisk bargaining 
with the bundled-up man in charge of 
the trees she selected the nicest, 
bushiest fir of the lot and the taxi 
driver tied it in his trunk. 
A feverish search in the cottage 
basement produced the stand Steve 
had made the first Christmas of their 
marriage. Her cheeks flushed prettily 
and eyes shining she went about the 
business of finding the boxes of orna-
ments stored away so long. And the 
strings of many-coloured lights. She 
would trim the tree and have it ready 
when Steve came home from the 
evening shift at the express office. 
Soon it was nine-thirty. Steve should 
arrive any minute. Standing back and 
studying the glowing, tinselled tree she 
felt a tremendous surge of pleasure. 
Then there was the sound of hurried 
footsteps coming up on the frosty 
snow of the front walk. Steve must 
have seen the lights from outside and 
guessed she was back. 
She ran out to the hallway to meet 
him. He took her in his arms with 
delighted surprise and hugged her 
tightly. "What brought you back?" 
He held her at arm's length with a 
smile. 
"The folks had other plans and I 
was lonesome for you," she said, 
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• ~ocation Shooting 
• TV Slides 
• Live Films 
• Live plus Animation 
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• Full Animation 
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Phone or write for 
Sample Reel and Moderate 
Prices 
Holmes Film 
t~ 26 Blower Street 
Halifax, N. s. 
Phone 3·7990 
York Brand Flooring 
BIRCH, BEECH and MAPLE 
ALL GRADES 
25/32 and 33/32 Thickness 
Special prices on shorts 
WHOLESALE 
Phone GR 5-4462 
PRES·TO·LOGS 
clean long-burning FUEL 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
York Flooring Mills 
LIMITED 
P.O. Box 100 Phone GR 2-6321 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
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studying him whh loving eyes. "Just 
now I want you to see our tree." 
They walked to the living room 
doorway and Steve's face lit with 
happiness as he looked at it. '~Wonder­
ful!" he said. 
Then it happened! 
Before Jill's panic-stricken eyes the 
ornament-heavy tree gave a slight 
lurch forward and after a breathless 
second of hesitation crashed down on 
the floor in front of them. 
She burst into tears as Steve rushed 
forward to battle the chaos. When he 
came back to her she was dabbing at 
her eyes. He took her in his arms again. 
"It's all right," he said. "If you'll help 
I'll have it up again in a few minutes. 
There's not much damage. l\. half-
dozen ornaments." 
In the next half-hour they were really 
busy. But when they finished, the tree 
was back in place and looking almost 
as nice as before. And they'd had the 
fun of repairing the damage together. 
They sat on the floor in front of it. 
"Even has a star on top!" Steve 
grinned at her. "Now all I need do is 
find a fat turkey and trimmings for my 
wife to cook tomorrow." 
"It's too late, Steve. The stores must 
all be closed!" 
"I'll find one," he promised her. 
"The little one at the end of the avenue 
is always open late." 
Promising to be back in time for 
them to go to midnight service he left 
to get the groceries. As he walked off 
in the lazily falling snow Jill watched 
after him from the window. 
A gentle smile crossed her face. This 
would in time become a new pattern 
for nostalgia. One of these days they 
would have children of their own. 
What had happened tonight would be 
one of their treasured memories in the 
future. The Christmas days with her 
parents were of the past. This was her 
home now. 
Never again the snowball battles 
with Robin and Heather. The skating 
at the frozen-solid brook with its 
wondrous world of ferns at the bot-
tom. The walks in the woods broken 
by the chatter of a red squirrel on a 
hemlock bough as he took apart a 
white-pine cone. The long table laden 
with turkey, mother's special Christ-
mas cake and the glorious spicy aroma 
of home-made mince pies! The com-
forting murmur of conversation and 
the bursts of joyful laughter in the big 
dining room. All memories now! 
And rightly so! It had been good. 
But this could be better. Jill's eyes 
blurred with a happy moistness. And 
she was certain now where her heart 
belonged. Here in this cottage with 
Steve. She was glad to be home for 
Christmas! 
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NOV A SCOTIA LIGHT 
AND POWER COMPANY 
Nova Scotia Light and Power Company 
"rights" expire, and therefore become 
valueless, on the fifteenth of this month. 
Preferred and common shareholders of 
the company, who have received these 
"rights", must, prior to that date, exercise 
their privilege of buying additional stock 
of this utility, or dispose of the warrant 
certificate. The "rights" are valuable and 
should not be allowed to expire. 
In the light of the foregoing it is perhaps 
timely to give consideration to the history 
and present position of this leading Mari-
time power company. 
The Nova Scotia Light and Power 
Company was incorporated under special 
A Financial Review 
by MAXIMUS 
act of the Legislature of the Province of 
Nova Scotia in 1914, to acquire the assets 
and franchises of the Halifax Electric 
Tramway Company, Limited. The original 
name of the company was Nova Scotia 
Tramways and Power Company, Limited, 
but this was changed to the existing name 
in 1928. 
Since incorporation, the company has 
purchased and otherwise acquired several 
of the smaller local power companies in 
the province. At the present time the 
company supplies power to approximately 
half of the electricity consumers in the 
province. Total population in the areas 
serviced is over 300,000 and the company 
1 rust Service is Economical 
No one need hesitate for a n1oment to name an experienced 
organization like The Central Trust Company as Executors of 
their estate because of the cost involved. 
Frequently, a Trust Company is able to save the estate its moder-
ate fees several times over because of its experience in getting 
things done promptly and effectively in adjusting tax and other 
problems, avoiding delays, friction and mistakes, making wise 
decisions, gaining the co-operation of all parties interested and 
in safeguarding investments. Your estate and family are entitled 
to the advantages of sound and experienced management and 
guidance. 
Name THE CENTRAL TRUST COMPANY OF CANADA as 
one of your Executors. 
The Central Trust Company of Canada 
Head Office: MONCTON, N.B. 
Branches 
Fredericton, Woodstock, Saint John and Campbellton, N.B., 
Amherst, N.S. 
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is the largest retail distributor of power 
in the Maritime Provinces. As well, the 
company operates the transit system in 
Halifax which consists of eighty-seven 
modem trolley coaches travelling over 
twenty-six miles of Halifax streets. 
The company has consistently followed 
an aggressive expansion programme. In the 
five-year period from 1954 through 1958, 
approximately $30 million were spent on 
new plant and equipment. The present 
generating capacity is 281,300 horsepower. 
The president, Col. J. C. MacKeen, told 
an audience attending the opening of the 
final 50,000 kilowatt generator in Halifax 
in November, that an additional $40 
NESBITT, THOMSON 
AND COMPANY, LIMITED 
Underwriters 
and Distributors of 
GOVERNMENT and 
CORPORATION SECURITIES 
105 Prince William St. 
Saint John, N.B. Phone 3-2513 
• 
123 York St., Fredericton 
Ogden Building, Moncton 
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million would be spent during the next 
five years. The next major undertaking 
for the company, he said, would be plan-
ning the construction of a 500,000 kilo-
watt plant at Tufts Cove. 
The continued need for an additional 
plant is evident from the growth which 
has been experienced in the demand for 
power. In the period from 1949 through 
1958, domestic sales increased by 252 per 
cent. During the same period industrial 
power sales grew by 236 per cent, and the 
total sales increased by 154 per cent. The 
number of customers served in 1949 was 
59,500 and by 1958 this figure was just 
over 90,000, an increase of 52 per cent. 
There have been many changes in the 
capital stock since the company was in-
corporated. At the present time there are 
1,261,216 shares outstanding and the 
present "rights" issue will increase the 
number to approximately 1,500,000 shares. 
Those shareholders on record October 15 
are being permitted to subscribe for one 
new share for each four shares of common 
or preferred stock then held. The sub-
scription price is $12 per share, and, as 
noted earlier, this offer will expire De-
cember 15. 
Earnings of the company have shown 
a regular growth. Gross earnings in 1949 
were about $6,500,000; in 1958 they were 
slightly in excess of $15 million. Net profit, 
which in 1949 was $506,000, in 1958 was 
almost two million dollars, an increase of 
from twenty-eight cents to $1.16 per 
share. Earnings for the current year, not-
withstanding the greater number of shares 
to be in existence, are expected to be in 
the range from 90 cents to $1.10 per 
share. 
For many years the shares of the com-
pany traded in the "over the counter" 
market. On July 17, 1959 they were called 
for trading on the floor of the Montreal 
Stock Exchange. The company, it is 
generally believed, was seeking and will 
find a wider range of stock holders by 
having its common shares listed on a 
recognized exchange. Indeed, since listing, 
at least one fund has purchased a holding 
in excess of 20,000 shares. The 1959 high 
for the stock is approximately $16.50. 
The rights offering, with the subsequent 
increase in volume of stock available, 
caused the price to move lower. 
In the present range of $13 to $14, the 
shares of Nova Scotia Light and Power 
are selling at approximately thirteen times 
annual earnings. The company pays an 
annual dividend of sixty cents per share, 
returning about 4l per cent on funds 
invested. The low price-earnings ratio, 
when combined with the outstanding past 
record of growth and the expansion plans 
still to be fulfilled, would indicate that the 
shares of this utility could be well con-
sidered by those investors wishing a con-
servative vehicle with better-than-average 
possibilities for capital gain. 
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General Insurance 
Today, while insurance will not protect everything, its field has 
increased tremendously. 
Our agents cover the Province, offering security in long estab-
lished, all line Companies. 
ARMSTRONG & BRUCE INSURANCE LIMITED 
167 Prince William Street, SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
G. E. LESLIE & CO. 
Business Established 1900 
Members 
MONTREAL STOCK EXCHANGE 
CANADIAN STOCK EXCHANGE 
THE INVESTMENT DEALERS' ASSOCIATION OF CANADA 
Private wire system to Montreal, Toronto and New York 
HALIFAX & SYDNEY, N.S. MONCTON & SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
Head Office 
THE ROYAL BANK BUILDING, MONTREAL 
Phone or write 
F. J. BRENNAN & COMPANY LIMITED 
SAINT JOHN HALIFAX CHARLOTTETOWN 
SYDNEY MONCTON FREDERICTON SUMMERSIDE 
For information or advice on all listed and unlisted securities. 
CORNELL, MACGILLIVRAY 
LIMITED 
INVESTMENT DEALERS 
Specializing in Securities 
For the Atlantic Provinces 
HALIFAX, Nova Scotia 
Bank of Nova Scotia Building 
50 Bedford Row Tel. 3-1253 
ST. JOHN'S, Nfld. 
Board of Trade Building 
Tel. 4163 
Members Investment Dealers Association of Canada 
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o~~. R. ~lJ4111,e c. eo.m,pa'"' 
Chartered Accountants 
branches at 
HALIFAX, N.S. CHARLOTTETOWN, P.E.I . 
ST. JOHN'S, NFLD. SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
and at 12 other locations in the Atlantic Provinces 
ATLANTIC INDUSTRY 
Your Electrical and Mechanica l needs a re our business 
WE REPRESENT 
The leading makers of most types of machinery and equi pment 
WE MANUFACTURE 
And desig n elevators and custom bui lt machinery for 
specia I purposes 
WE SERVICE 
What we sell and repair machine ry of a ll kinds 
E. S. STEPHENSON & CO. LIMITED 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. HALIFAX, N.S. 
Specialist in 
UNDERWRITING AND MARKETING 
MARITIME SECU.RITI ES 
C~n g~ e~, .I!UndeJ 
Established 1910 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
MONCTON, N.B. HALIFAX, N.S. SYDNEY, N.S. DARTMOUTII, N.S. 
FREDERICTON, N.B. CHARLOTTETOWN, P.E.I. SUMMERSIDE, P.E.I. 
Chartered Accountants 
HALIFAX, SYDNEY, 
ST. JOHN'S, NEWFOUNDLAND 
MONCTON, FREDERICTON, SAINT JOHN 
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LETTERS (Continued from page /6) 
I have ever had the opportunity to read. The 
reason, of course, is due to the lifeness of 
your stories of our great Eastern Provinces. 
I am a Newfoundlander and I am proud 
to be a member of The Advocate family and 
I must say I am leaving it entirely up to you 
and your staff to produce the facts about 
"Newfie" as it is better known. 
Like every other magazine, yours is open 
to suggestions, so now I take the opportunity 
to ask if my suggestion is valid to ask for 
stories of the great leaders of Newfound-
land. I hope your Newfoundland correspond-
ent can help you. Thank you. 
A. J. WISEMAN, 
3 Provost Pl. , 
Camp Gagetown, N.B. 
Well-wo rn Path 
Sir: 
I have been noting your support of the 
Atlantic Provinces Economic Council and 
have wondered if you realize what a well-
worn path the Council is following, so I am 
enclosing a 99-year-old paper to illustrate 
early N.B. spurts; e.g. "Saint George Powder 
Mills''. 
I am enclosing an addressed envelope; will 
you please return the old paper after you 
have read the little item? 
I am very interested in your magazine. 
BEATRICE KEITH, 
Havelock, 
Kings County, N.B. 
THE CHRISTIAN VISITOR 
St. John, N.B., Nov. 15, 1860 
The people of this Province are fast waking 
up to the necessity of manufacturing their own 
articles of consumption, instead of paying a 
large profit to others, for doing what we are 
able to do much better ourselves ... 
It is pleasing to see the progress that is 
being made in the erection of Mills, for the 
manufacture of those articles which we have 
so long imported from other countries; and 
it is sincerely to be hoped, that no lack of 
patronage, or encouragement, will be the means 
of retarding a movement which, if well sup-
ported, will contribute so very materially to 
the prosperity of our country. 
Academy of Music 
Sir: 
Enclosed please find the first brochure of 
the New Brunswick Academy of Music. 
Though still in the infancy stage we are 
already fulfilling our aim, to give to this 
province an institution dedicated to the 
instruction of music in the most professional 
and most advanced methods employed in 
Eastern Canada. 
Though we may seem insignificant for the 
present, we can boast of an enrolment of 
well over two hundred students. 
On my return from London in 1957, which 
was the completion of eight years of profes-
sional study, I read for the first time The 
Atlantic Advocate. It is a magazine of good 
taste and I have become an ardent reader 
of it. 
Consequently, I have taken upon myself 
to send you a copy of this brochure, knowing 
you will be pleased to note that finally our 
cultural life is coming out of the dormant 
state. 
A most enjoyable story on Lord Beaver-
brook and the opening of the Art Gallery 
in the September edition. 
LOUIS STEPHEN, B.M., M.M., 
Director, 
New Brunswick Academy of Music, 
36 Richmond Street, 
Saint John, N.B. 
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The distinCtive flavour of the Maritimes 
Photo courtesy New Brunswick Travel Bureau 
The quiet charm of the New 
Brunswick landscape is accentuated 
in this view of Sussex, the dairy town 
of the Province. With its outlying 
farms hidden in rolling hills and 
clusters of pine trees, the area easily 
wins the admiration of tourists. 
Among the memories they treasure, 
too, is the distinctive flavour of 
Moosehead Ale and Alpine Lager. 
ltl tOMtlN'tS 
MOOSE HEAD BREWERIES 
LANCASTER, NEW BRUNSWICK 
BEER 
LTD. 
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Shopping 
Headquarters 
BECAUSE .•. 
' \ 
' I ENJOY shopping in stores where I can choose from 
\ wide assortme:pts . . . I also enjoy shopping from 
' catalogues which offer outstanding selection of mer-
' chandise. It pleases me to know 85% of all mer-
···:·· 
' chandise sold in EATON stores from the Catalogues f/1' 
' ~s bought from Canadian suppliers. <II'' 
~ ,~ 
----- -~ 
-------------
I DELIGHT 
in being able to buy 
nearly all my needs 
under one roof - so 
easy for the busy per-
son. I respect the fact 
that wherever I travel 
across Canada my 
charge account is hon-
oured at all EATON 
stores. 
I LIKE 
to know I get full 
value for every dollar 
I spend. I appreciate 
the fact I can rely on 
the accuracy of the 
statements made in 
EATON advertise· 
tnents and catalogues. 
I\ 
~ 
I APPROVE 
of being able to shop 
with confidence by Tele-
phone, Mail, or in Per· 
son, because I know that 
my every purchase is 
backed by EATON'S 
Famous Guarantee: 
"Goods Satisfactory or 
Money Refunded". 
I APPLAUD 
the quick, efficient ser-
vice through EATON'S 
Order Offices. Truly it 
is catalogue shopping at 
its best. 
EATON STORES and ORDER OFFICES ARE LOCATED THROUGHOUT 
THE ATLANTIC PROVINCES, with HEADQUARTERS in MONCTON, N.B. 
EATON'S OF CANADA 
